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A woman is like a tea-bag - you can’t tell how strong she 
is until you put her in hot water. -Eleanor Roosevelt 


Man does not control his own fate. The woman in his life 
does that for him.- Groucho Marx 
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CHAPTER 1 


Islington, England 


It was five o’clock in the afternoon. Danny Wilson had arrived home earlier than 
usual. He was sitting quietly in the lounge, arms crossed and he looked exhausted. 
He could barely keep his eyes open to watch his favourite football team, Manchester 
United playing against Leeds City, when his wife Laura walked in, hugged him from 
behind and gave him a tender kiss on his left cheek. 

‘Hey...honey,’ she said, with extra softness in her voice. ‘How are you?’ 

‘Hey.’ He gave her a quick gaze with a smile on his face. “Ah, that feels good,’ 
he murmured as his wife gently massaged his neck. 

‘I know, you’re awfully tense today,’ she remarked sweetly. 

Danny remained quiet, wondering what his wife was after. He didn’t have to 
wait too long because a few seconds later Laura said, ‘by the way, I need you to 
come home early tomorrow so that we can go and view that new car I told you 
about.’ 

Danny heaved a big sigh. Shaking his head, he complained, “you make 
everything seem like it such a chore.’ 

Unhappy with his remark, Laura hit back in earnest. ‘Listen, it’s a priority. I 
really need you to come and look at this car. I don’t want you running off with your 
friends or working. So please, just be free, tomorrow.’ 

Laura could be quite forceful at times, which tended to piss Danny off. He 
shook his head, and with his eyes half closed he answered, ‘Yeah, yeah, yeah, of 
course. No problem!’ with half an intention of doing so. 

Sick and tired of Danny’s false promises, Laura raised her voice, ‘Look, I 
really don’t want to fight with you. I just want an equal amount of effort...to us.’ 

As the sole breadwinner, and feeling unappreciated, Danny could not hold 
himself back. ‘Equal?’ he snapped, ‘I slog my guts out every single day so that we 
can pay for this house we live in. How’s that for effort?’ 

‘I know honey,’ Laura softening her tone. “But...I was just thinking 
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that...maybe you could spare the time.’ 

Laura was used to having her own way and most of the time she got it, largely 
because Danny was a giving sort of person and anyway, he hated arguing. He tried 
hard not to upset his wife but he rarely had time to relax. He leaned forward, picked 
up the wine bottle from the coffee table, poured himself half a glass, and said 
decisively, ‘of course. I’ll be there. Er...can I now watch the end of this match? One 
player has just been sent off, and I want to see what happens, okay?’ He brought the 
wine glass closer to his mouth, placed his lips on the rim and took a sip. 

Laura wrapped her arms around Danny’s chest and gently pulled him back. 


‘But honey I was thinking that maybe we could...have a little bit of afternoon delight.’ 

In an attempt to entice Danny, she moved in front of him, swiftly reached the strap of her 
dress and she pulled it down exposing part of her breast. 

A tired, grumpy Danny was not interested and asked, ‘please...can we just watch this?’ His 
mind was made up. 

‘Nooo. I really want to go upstairs...” Laura begged and grabbed his hand attempting to pull 
him off the sofa. 

Danny was really not in the mood and was determined to stay put. Sex was the last thing on 
his mind. As a matter of fact, sex had been off his mind for quite a while. Laura would for sure be 
the first to testify to that. After politely detaching himself from Laura’s hand, he picked up his wine 
glass and just before taking another sip he said in a resolute voice, ‘Okay, I am going to watch this.’ 

Laura got the message. Unhappy that she was not able to persuade her husband to 
accompany her upstairs, she threw her hands in the air in resignation. ‘All right...Enjoy!’ she 
uttered as she withdrew quietly and made her way to her bedroom sulking, leaving an equally 
unhappy Danny in the lounge. 

Sitting on the edge of the bed she buried her head in her hands wondering how far she had to 
push Danny before he would take more notice of her and her needs. 

‘This is not a marriage!’ Laura murmured feeling fed up. She threw herself carelessly on the 
bed angry with what was happening to her marriage. ‘Why...? Why do men change once they are 
married?’ she cried out bashing her hands on the pillows. ‘Don’t they understand that a woman has 
needs too and has to be taken care of? Don’t they know if a woman does not feel fulfilled, she will 
look elsewhere? Idiots! Yes that’s what men are, Idiots!’ 

‘This is so pathetic,’ a sexually frustrated Laura muttered, as she sat up in the bed thinking. 
A few seconds later, she unhappily decided to resort to self-help. She slipped her right hand down 
to her groin and began to pleasure herself. Leaning backwards with her legs parted she started to rub 
gently around her pubic area. Initially she felt quite resentful. She felt disgusting and ashamed 
having to resort to a solo act for sexual pleasure. ‘My husband ought to know that as a woman I 
have desires too...desires that need to be fulfilled.’ She quietly cursed her husband. Otherwise, 
what is the point of being married? She thought. When you are married you’re supposed to be with 
each other all the time so when you have sexual needs, your husband is right there. That is surely 
my right? 

Coming from a catholic background, Laura wondered if she was committing a sin by 
pleasuring herself. I think I’ll ask my priest about that the next time I go to church, she thought as 
she giggled to herself. She would have to wait a long time though for an answer since she only went 
to church once a year, usually for Christmas midnight mass! 

Although Danny felt guilty that he couldn’t spend as much time with his wife as she would 
like him to, he also felt Laura was not showing enough understanding and appreciation for the 
efforts and sacrifices he was making to enrich the family. The work of a surgeon could be quite 
demanding. He could think of lots of women who would gladly swap places with his wife. Who 


would not like a nice house, flashy car, and a husband who took his vows seriously? Some women 
just do not know what they want! He muttered to himself. Everyday he came home feeling 
exhausted. When he did manage to come home early he just wanted to have a bit of time for 
himself, relaxing quietly with a glass of wine or a whisky perhaps, watching something entertaining 
on the TV or listening to classical music. Was that too much to expect? Aren’t married men entitled 
to have some free time doing what they want without being nagged by their wives?’ he asked 
himself. Why do some women think it is okay for them to spend half a day at the hairdressers, but it 
is not okay for their husband to spend some time with their friends, or watch a football match on 
TV? This baffled Danny. 
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The next day Laura and Danny turned up at Daimler AG showroom where salesman Tom 
Byron was waiting to show them the new SL550 Mercedes-Benz. At the age of twenty-six, Tom 
was a young car salesman who was known to his friends as capable of selling ice to the Eskimos. 
He had been looking forward to making himself a fortune in commission provided he could manage 
to sell the new SL550 convertible that was proudly displayed in the showroom. 

Yes, if I sell this beauty today, he thought aloud, it’s money in the bank! He smiled cockily 
as he lifted his clenched fist in the air. It’s money in the bank! 

Earlier that day Tom had made sure that the SL on display was spotlessly clean and shiny, 
and sitting at his desk, he had waited impatiently for the arrival of his prospective buyer. At 2.00 
P.M. sharp he lifted his head and noticed Laura Wilson approaching the showroom with a man 
whom he presumed was her husband. He had never met Laura personally before, but he had talked 
to her on the phone to arrange a test drive and knew she was an ex-model. He had seen her a few 
times in TV adverts and on cover magazines. He rushed towards the door and gallantly opened it for 
them. 

‘Hello, ’'m Tom...Tom Byron’ he said, looking cheerfully at Laura, thinking what a 
beautiful woman she was. At thirty-one, Laura was a gorgeous looking brunette with a 
trim figure and a square-shaped face. Her big blue eyes and sexy curved lips were 
enough to entice any man and she knew it. The pink chiffon strapless dress, sheep fur 
top and the high heel shoes she was wearing made her look like a celebrity with what 


the French would say a certain je ne sais quoi. 

‘Hi.’ Laura responded with a big smile on her face offering the back of her right hand to him 
like a lady. ‘I’m Laura,’ she said as she stepped inside. 

‘I’ve always wanted to meet you Mrs Wilson.’ 

After Tom kissed the back of her hand, she pointed to Danny who was still in the doorway 
and said, ‘this is my husband.’ 

Tom immediately diverted his gazed onto Danny and as they were both shaking hands, he 
asked Danny to come in. Laura walked her husband straight to the silver coloured SL. She had seen 
the car advertised on TV but viewing it in reality was far better. 

She moved herself closer to the car with tentative curiosity. After giving a passing look at 
the inside, she ran the tips of her fingers delicately around the rim of the car door then took a step 
back to get a better view of the whole car. She moved graciously around it, admiring every detail. 
With the hood completely down she could see the cream leather seats with red trim and shiny oak- 
trim dashboard. Whilst still feasting her intoxicating blue eyes on the car, wearing a huge smile she 
moved herself and stood in front of the bonnet. Lowering herself a little she could see her face in 
the highly polished bodywork. She gazed at her reflection and said, ‘Oh wow, this could be mine!’ 
Straightening herself she rested both of her arms and chest on the bonnet and kissed it. After briefly 
caressing the bonnet, she rested both hands on it, gently arched her body back to admire the grill, 
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thought for a moment and then quickly dismissed whatever reservations had crept in to her mind. 
Talking to the car she said, ‘there is something about you,’ patting it a few times she added, ‘you 
know what you’ ve got...you’ve got class.’ 

‘You like it?’ a confident Tom remarked, casting his gaze directly at Laura, thinking his 
commission was assured. 

Looking quite thrilled, she nodded. 

Danny was ambivalent. He rarely showed his feelings and this was another occasion when 
he kept them well hidden. He simply looked and watched the joyful expression on his wife’s face. 
He had never denied his wife anything, as long as it was within his means. 

‘It’s beautiful!’ said Laura. 

Tom observed the excitement on her face, rubbing his hands together he quickly said, ‘it can 
be yours.’ 

‘I know,’ Laura replied. Turning to her husband she asked, ‘what do you think, darling?’ 

Danny grinned. Addressing Tom, he asked, ‘what is this junk?’ 

‘Junk?’ an astounded Tom echoed in disbelief. ‘It’s a Mercedes, the best!’ 

‘Of course it’s the best,’ Laura intervened. 

‘Ha!’ With his hands behind his back he avoided eye contact with Laura and said, ‘you’ve 
already got one sitting in the garage.’ He did not want to look at his wife as he did not want to see 
the disappointment his response would bring to her face. 

“Yes, but...what I have, looks a bit tatty with the dent and scratches, and it is also too old.’ 

Danny could not believe what he was hearing and retorted firmly boring his eyes into hers, 
‘there is one minute dent and a couple of minor scratches for God’s sake, and a car which is only 
one year old is not old!’ 

Tom quickly interjected, ‘True, true.” Fearing that his expected commission was flying out 
of the window he swiftly added, ‘...but you can always part exchange it...and I would of course 
give you a good price for it.” He was going to do whatever he could to get a sale. He did not get a 
salary and he had to sell at least one car per month to fund his playboy lifestyle. Of course, the 
bigger the commission the better it was for him. 

“Yes, you see darling, a part exchange!’ Laura nudged Danny as she conveniently latched on 
to that proposition. “Yes a part exchange. Thank you,’ she said graciously, looking in the direction 
of Tom. 

Tom, wanting desperately to sell the car, decided to make a valiant attempt to get a sale. 
‘Look at this beautiful interior, leather seats as you can see. This is an SL550, 4.7L biturbo with a 
V8 engine, 429 horsepower with an acceleration of 0 to 60 in 4.5 sec. It goes like a breeze. You and 
your wife will be the envy of the world driving this baby around and I don’t know if either of you 
know this, we can arrange finance with easy payments.’ 

‘Honey, did you hear that, finance with easy payments.’ Laura was sold on the car. If it were 
only up to her, she would have closed the deal there and then. She hated the idea that she had to get 
her husband’s approval to have what she wanted. Once upon a time she had her own money and 
bought whatever she wanted but since she gave up work she could not do that anymore. Most of her 
savings had disappeared to supplement the household expenses. 

Looking straight at Laura, “what did we talk about this morning?’ Danny asked with a dry 
grin on his face pointing his index finger at her. A gesture he only used when he felt his wife was 
being reckless. 

The smile wiped off her face, she replied, ‘okay,’ and turned away from her husband to 
glance at Tom, pleading with her eyes to tell him to say or do something that would persuade her 
husband to buy the car. 

Tom was quick to pick up the cue. ‘Okay, yes our finance comes with a very low APR and 
you can take up to five years to pay.’ Tom initially had thought that if Laura did buy the car she 
would pay cash for it, but it made no difference to him. Cash or credit still meant a fat commission 
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for him. 

‘Perfect!’ said Laura, putting her hands together praying that Danny would give in. ‘It’s just 
perfect!’ 

Danny, with his lips tightened, shook his head, lost for words. Just as he opened his mouth 
to make a response, his mobile beeped. He lifted his left arm and as he was about to respond to the 
call coming through his Iphone attached to his belt, Laura intervened. 

‘Honey!’ Laura scolded him. She could not believe her husband was about to answer the 
call. ‘No,’ she pointed her forefinger at him quite rudely, looking very serious. 

‘It’s the hospital.’ Danny frowned. 

‘I don’t care. Ignore,’ she said, and repeated, ‘Ignore.’ 

Danny was flabbergasted. Laura’s behaviour was quite out of character. Seeing the dirty 
look his wife was giving him, Danny reluctantly decided to reject the call. He really did not want a 
wrangling with his wife, especially not in front of Tom. But he was no push over either. 

‘Thank you,’ Laura uttered feeling triumphant. ‘Sorry about that, his manners sometimes 
escape him,’ she said to Tom who was feeling awkward witnessing the power struggle between 
husband and wife. 

Danny felt quite embarrassed. ‘Yes, sorry about that,’ he quickly apologized to Tom. 

If he knew his wife was going to act like a spoilt brat he would have kept away. He was 
seeing an immature side to his wife he never knew existed. Whilst he would do anything to please 
her - there were limits, he thought. His mum had always told him to live within his means and to 
avoid buying anything on credit unless it was absolutely necessary. As far as he was concerned 
buying a new car for his wife when she already had a good one sitting in the garage did not amount 
to economic prudence. 

To diffuse the situation, lifting his hands in the air Tom said, ‘don’t worry...don’t worry.’ 
After a short pause he added, ‘I get it all the time...Now then, if you would like me to tell you a bit 
about the controls...we can do this...’ 

‘That would be absolutely great!’ Laura instantly confirmed giving her husband a defiant 
look. 

Once again, Danny’s mobile bleeped. He immediately lifted his left arm and looked at the 
screen. Laura looked at him furiously. 

‘Excuse me!’ She raised her voice slightly as she stared angrily at Danny. 

The caller ID showed it was the emergency department at the hospital calling. ‘I’ve to take 
this,’ he said. 

‘Take it and see what happens,’ Laura warned with a threatening tone, again pointing her 
right index finger at him. 

Danny could not just ignore the call. He disregarded Laura’s threat and answered the call as 
he walked a few spaces away from her, leaving an aggravated Laura standing next to Tom who was 
also beginning to lose his patience but did not know what to do about it, other than to eavesdrop on 
the conversation Danny was having. 

“What’s up Susan?’ Miss Susan Nightingale was the sister in charge of the Operating theatre 
at St Thomas hospital, London. 

‘Oh, no. I thought that was down for 6.00 P.M. tonight.’ 

He listened to Susan, and then said, ‘Okay. All right! I’ll be there in ten minutes...’ 

After listening to Susan again he repeated, ‘I’Il be there... All right? Bye.’ Danny replaced 
the phone in its holder on his belt and walked towards Laura. 

‘I hope that was worth it?’ Laura stared at her husband in disgust. 

Danny refused to allow his wife to wind him up. ‘Err...I seriously have to go,’ he said 
maintaining his cool. “A colleague of mine who was down to do an operation is unwell and I have 
to cover for him...’ 

Laura interrupted him before he had finished. ‘What?’ 
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‘...and I need...’ 

Laura cut him off again. “No. No.’ Laura said lifting yet another threatening finger to him. 

‘Okay. This is my job,’ Danny responded firmly, struggling hard to continue maintaining his 
composure. 

‘No. I’m sure they can find someone else. You are not the only surgeon at that hospital.’ 

‘I take my job seriously and...I don’t have anything to cheer about over here, you know...’ 
Danny said as he began to walk away. 

“Are you kidding me?’ Laura’s heart beat hard against her chest, sending pulsing blood 
painfully racing to her head. 

Danny stopped and turned to Laura saying, ‘take care of what you need to take care of,’ and 
he walked away wondering what had possessed his wife to make her act in such a hostile and 
disgraceful manner in front of a total stranger. 

‘No. You’re staying here with me!’ Laura shouted at him. 

Noticing her request was falling on deaf ears she lost it. She was totally out of control. 

‘Are you fucking kidding me?’ Laura yelled at her husband as she watched him walking out 
of the showroom. 

Danny maintained his dignity, made no further response and closed the door gently behind 
him. 

Laura lifted her hands and tugged them behind her head for a moment, before lowering them 
to her hips. She was livid. She could not believe that her husband had walked away from her. He 
had never done that before but as the saying goes there is always a first time for everything. She 
turned round to look at Tom. ‘I apologize. He is so embarrassing. He...he just walked out on me 
like that. He doesn’t have time for me anymore,’ she complained to Tom who grimaced and just 
wanted to be left out of that squabble, trying hard not to laugh. 

Tom felt that the least he could do was to appear sympathetic towards Laura. ‘I understand’, 
he said softly, facing her and resting his right hand tentatively on her left shoulder. ‘I honestly do. I 
see this some times and it’s not fair.’ 

Laura felt uneasy seeing Tom’s hand resting on her shoulder. Her immediate reaction was to 
flick it off, but instead she just gave it a quick glance hoping that Tom would remove it himself. 
Looking directly into Tom’s deep blue eyes, she asked quietly, ‘why can’t my husband be sweet 
like you? I just...I don’t understand! I don’t ask for much!’ 

The smooth talking Tom wearing a slight grin on his face replied, ‘I‘m a rare breed I’m 
afraid.’ 

Laura glanced again at Tom’s hand still resting on her shoulder. She gently moved her left 
hand on to his and slowly removed it from her shoulder but still holding it she asked, ‘do you still 
want to sell me this car?’ Whilst waiting for an answer from Tom she placed his right index finger 
into her mouth and much to Tom’s amazement she began to suck on it with her eyelids briefly 
closed. 

When she opened her sexy eyes and gazed at Tom, he replied softly gently nodding his 
head, ‘Yes I do,’ and he wasted no time in bringing his lips closer to hers. Noticing that Laura made 
no attempt to pull back, he kissed her. She responded for a brief moment, then briskly pulled herself 
away from him and in a forgiving gesture she said, ‘I can’t do this...I’m married.’ Unbelievably, 
even sexually frustrated as Laura was, she somehow managed to keep at bay the forces of 
temptation, although for a brief moment she was ready to throw caution to the wind and disrespect 
her marriage vows. Shaking her head, she let out a big huff, and walked out of the showroom. Tom 
stood there bemused at what he had just witnessed wondering whether it was his sale’s technique 
that had failed him, the very technique that had served him so well in the past. 
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At 8.00 P.M. that evening, Laura received a call on her house phone. Looking at the 
caller ID she knew straight away it was from Danny. She picked up the receiver ready 
to have a go at him. 

‘Hello,’ she said. 

Listening to Laura’s tone of voice Danny could tell that his wife was in a foul mood and 
knew he had to choose his words carefully. ‘What are you doing?’ he asked softly. 

‘Taking a bath,’ she answered sharply. 

‘I called you this afternoon...’ 

Laura interrupted him and in a serious tone of voice she enquired, ‘you aren’t calling to tell 
me that you’re going to be late for dinner tonight, are you?’ 

After a brief pause, Danny replied hesitantly, ‘I was actually.’ 

‘Again?’ an exasperated Laura snapped, raising her voice. 

After the embarrassing scene at the car showroom Laura was not in the mood for dinner anyway, 
but she acted as though she was disappointed and gave Danny a piece of her mind mainly because 
she was still angry with him for walking out on her at the showroom. Danny apologized and cut off 
immediately. 

That night Danny came home round about midnight. Laura had taken two sleeping pills. 
Noticing that his wife was fast asleep, Danny got under the sheets and in no time, he too was fast 
asleep. 2 
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CHAPTER 2 


The next day Laura had got up early as usual and was busy preparing breakfast for 
her family. Her husband Danny was already seated at the breakfast table eating his 
comflakes whilst flicking through the pages of a local newspaper to catch up with 
what was going on around his home town. He could not help notice the headline 
about EVIL JIMMY SAVILE written in big bold letters across the front page. He had 
been a big fan of his and found it incredulous that a man who was so widely praised 
for his personal qualities and as a great fund-raiser during his lifetime, could after his 
death have hundreds of allegations of sexual abuse registered against him, leading the 
police to believe that Savile was a predatory sex offender and may have been one of 
Britain's most prolific sexual offenders. Danny had never liked men who abused 
women particularly in such a degrading manner. He was brought up to believe that a 
woman needed to be treated with respect. Treat her well, his mother told him and you 
have a friend for life. Treat her unkindly and you'll have an enemy you'd wish you never had. 

It had already gone past 8.30 A.M. when an impatient Laura shouted: 

‘Hurry up Jonathan, your breakfast is getting cold!’ 

‘Tm coming, mum!’ 

No sooner had Danny finished his cornflakes Laura removed the bowl and served him a nice 
cooked English breakfast - the usual egg, bacon, tomatoes, and baked beans. Danny picked up a 
piece of buttered toast and took a bite. He could hear footsteps. It was his son Jonathan rushing 
downstairs with his satchel on his back and his England cap on his head. Tied loosely around his 
neck was a red, blue and white stripped scarf. At the table, he clumsily poured some milk in a 
bowl full of cornflakes, spilling most of it on the table, and sat rushing through his 
breakfast. 

‘How many times must I tell you Jonathan, not to eat with your cap on?’ Laura screamed at 
him. 

‘Sorry mum.’ He removed it immediately. 

‘Whilst you are at it, remove that satchel from your back too!’ Laura commanded. 

“Yes mum...,’ Jonathan answered sheepishly, detecting that his mother was not in the best 
of moods. Come to that she had not been in the best of moods for several weeks. 

Laura Wilson, at the age of twenty-one, encouraged by her mother, entered the 
world of modelling, and instantly gained many admirers, several of whom she dated 
briefly. Further on in her modelling career she won a beauty contest and immediately 
her popularity rose and she was never short of work which brought in all the cash she 
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needed and enjoyed all of the attention she got from those around her. As a single 
woman she was always going to parties, driving fast cars and enjoying a good social 
life. Then she met and married Danny, and for a while it was heaven. They enjoyed 
each other’s company doing almost everything together. They frequently dined out at 
expensive restaurants, or had friends round to their house. They each bought 
whatever they wanted whilst still living within their means. But then Jonathan arrived 
unexpectedly. The moment he was conceived, Laura became unhappy. Motherhood 
was the last thing she wanted in her life at that point in time. She liked her life the 
way it was and wanted it to remain that way for a bit longer. She discussed the idea of 
having an abortion with Danny, but after lots of discussion, Danny succeeded in 
persuading her to have the baby. Laura continued to work for as long as she could 
throughout her pregnancy. At some point she even modelled maternity dresses for 
Mothercare. After nine months Jonathan was born. It was not that difficult a pregnancy 
but when the baby’s head did not turn in time, it felt prudent to perform a caesarean 
delivery. 

On 8 August, Jonathan was brought into the world at St Mary’s hospital, London. Mother 
and baby were fine and Danny visited them regularly until they were discharged. Laura’s mother, 
Mrs Maria Stonebridge, came to visit her regularly and offered whatever help she could to help 
Laura cope with the new arrival. Danny too, made sure that he came straight home from work to be 
with Laura and his new born son. It did not take him long to learn how to change nappies and 
bottle-feed Jonathan. At night, he would also get up to care for Jonathan when he had woken up and 
started to cry for attention. 

The moment Jonathan was born; Laura reluctantly gave up her career to raise her son. Her 
husband Danny had reassured her that they would be able to manage on his income alone. For a 
while that was indeed the case, especially as Laura had adjusted her life to face the challenges of 
motherhood and had quite a bit of savings. 

As Jonathan got older, Danny took time out to play with him. The 
couple had turned their back garden into a playground for their son. On weekends, 
they would take him out visiting exciting places like the zoo, with its spectacular 
array of wild animals. On other occasions they visited several museums including the 
National History Museum, where Jonathan saw his first dinosaur hanging from the 
ceiling, before walking through the rooms where they housed ancient coins and arms. 
They introduced him to Madame Tussauds - the museum where hundreds of tourists 
gathered daily to admire life sized wax models of celebrities. Jonathan was impressed 
with the famous Chamber of Horrors housed inside the museum. 

Staying at home and watching her son grow began to compensate in some way for the wild 
outdoor life Laura was used to, although it was sometimes quite trying to handle a growing 
overactive child who had no peace in his body and was not exactly the tidiest individual she would 
have preferred. On several occasions Laura had had to tell Jonathan to tidy his room and to clean up 
after himself. 

The World Cup season had just started, and Jonathan was spending most of his 
evenings watching football. He was a great supporter of England. 

‘What did you think of the football match last night, Dad?’ 

‘Brazil is too good for England,’ Danny replied. 

‘England was not at its best dad, especially with David Owen not playing,’ Jonathan replied. 

“Excuses, excuses,’ Danny taunted Jonathan. ‘By the way, it would be better if you think 
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less of football and more of your study,’ he advised. 

Laura interjected. ‘Eat Jonathan; your taxi will soon be here.’ 

‘All right mum...’ Jonathan sounded slightly irritated. 

Having moved to a nice spacious two-storey 6-bedroom detached house in 
Islington, just outside London nearly six months ago, using public transport to get to 
school had become a bit of a problem for Jonathan, which led Laura to organise a taxi 
to take her son back and forth to school. Husband Danny did not particularly like the 
location precisely because it was a little bit too far away from all amenities but Laura 
had fallen in love with the place the very first time she saw it and wanted the house. 
Danny loved his wife very much and not wanting to disappoint her, he agreed to take 
a bigger mortgage and bought it even though he knew he was going to struggle to pay 
the monthly instalments. Being an ex-show-house with a huge modern L-shaped kitchen, 
large bedrooms, a vast garden, and in a quiet location, he convinced himself that it 
was a good investment and therefore it was worth taking the risk. 


Located at the back of the house was a smart semi-circular French window overlooking a 
medium-size garden covered with lawn and surrounded by a brick wall! Immediately after that 
boundary wall there was a public cul-de-sac which on occasions was quite busy. Although the 
house was fully furnished, there were still a few boxes to be unpacked. Laura couldn’t wait for 
Nancy, the housekeeper, to arrive and help her tidy things up especially in Jonathan’s 
room which was nearly always in a mess and was a constant source of irritation for 
her. Nancy Fuller was in her forties, married with no children of her own, and she 
was not only a housekeeper but she was also a nanny. She had been with the Wilsons 
since Jonathan was born and she was happy to relocate so that she could continue to 
serve them. 

Laura stood in front of the kitchen sink. She thoughtlessly looked out of the window and 
saw builders mending a roof on the house opposite. One of the men, whose face looked familiar, 
was eyeing her with a grin on his face. She bent her head and spotted that her dressing gown was 
partially opened showing a generous portion of her cleavage. Feeling so embarrassed her cheeks 
immediately turned to a soft shade of red. She quickly turned her back round, adjusted her gown 
and when she looked back through the window again the man winked at her. Laura ignored his 
gesture, lowered her eyes and finished washing the cup she was holding before deciding to move 
away from the window. “We really need to fix this blind,” Laura thought. 

Addressing Danny, Laura feeling somewhat impatient asked, ‘when is that guy coming to 
sort out this blind?’ 

I will chase him again today,’ Danny answered. 

Admittedly Laura was a very beautiful woman and she was not frightened to use her beauty 
if it would give her an advantage. She always looked ravishing especially in the morning. After all, 
before she married Danny she was a beauty pageant and she knew a thing or two about 
taking care of her skin and looking good. Being of medium height, with a perfect body to 
match the rest of her features she was quite a prize. Whenever she went out, she knew how to 
dress and when she walked down the street she was never short of wolf whistles. 

On the other hand, at a very early age, Danny had thoughts of a career in 
medicine, though it was more of a fantasy many young children harbour as they grow 
up. As a young boy, he used to accompany his mother to hospital and noticed how 
she had to wait for hours to be seen by one of the interns. Danny would feel her 
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mother’s pulse whilst waiting for the doctor or nurse to attend to her. He would then 
ask them what the reading meant. Occasionally, there’d be an emergency and he 
could hear in people’s voices and in their quick movements the pace and emotions 
rise to meet the challenge. He’d heard the PA system call for a “Dr Jones” and 
fantasized that one day they’d be calling for a “Dr. Wilson.” 

Several years later, that day came. As a junior Doctor, Danny Wilson worked 
under the close guidance of the Director of Paediatric Neurosurgery at St Thomas 
Hospital, London. He was always being called for one thing or another. 

Later on at the age of 33, he went on to become famous for his ground 
breaking work separating conjoined twins. With it came extra responsibilities. 

Round about that time, his wife Laura felt that the house they were living in 
was too small and persuaded him to sell and move to a bigger house in Islington. His 
son Jonathan had just turned seven. This bigger house meant a bigger mortgage, 
higher utility bills, and greater household expenses. Danny could have asked his rich 
parents to help him, but because his mother had engraved in his mind that he should 
never live beyond his means, he started to work long hours. Almost every night he 
was late coming home and was early to leave the house. 

Danny was half-way through his breakfast when he noticed Laura standing by the kitchen 


sink. “Why don’t you take the weight off your feet and sit down Laura?’ Danny questioned. ‘You 
seem to be on edge. Relax, things are not that bad,’ he added. 

‘Aren’t they?’ Laura mumbled and quickly added, ‘I think I will,’ and sat herself 
down. Facing her husband she raised her eyes and said: ‘could you pass me the milk please, 
darling?’ 

‘Sure.’ Danny could not help noticing the blushes on Laura’s cheeks which prompted him to 
ask: “What’s up?’ 

‘Nothing,’ she lied instantly. ‘It was a bit hot standing next to the cooker.’ After all she 
could hardly tell her husband about that workman eyeing her cleavage! 

Whilst pouring some milk into her tea, Laura heard a loud horn. It was the taxi ready to take 
Jonathan to school. 

‘Jonathan!’ 

‘I heard mum.’ Jonathan got up from the table, picked up his satchel and cap, leaned 
forward and kissed his mum and dad. As he was leaving, he turned round grabbed a piece of toast 
and rushed out dropping a few crumbs on the floor. 

‘Be careful Jonathan, and do not talk to strangers you hear?’ Laura warned. Immediately she 
said that, her mind went on that builder. From a distance he looked quite macho and not bad at all to 
look at Laura thought. 
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Outside the house, Jonathan jumped in the back of a waiting black taxi. Sitting behind the 
steering wheel was a short fat man with short, straight hair, bushy eyebrows and a wide curly 
moustache. A few years ago he lost one of his front teeth after falling off his motorbike 
which had left him with an unsightly gap in his upper jaw. He was around forty-years old 
and enjoyed smoking his pipe. Most people liked to call him Fat John. 

‘Good morning Fat John. Did you watch England and Brazil playing last night?’ Jonathan 
enquired. 
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‘I did. I got bored with England playing so badly that I switched off the TV and went to 
bed,’ Fat John replied. 

‘England is nothing without David Owen.’ Jonathan remarked. 

‘England is nothing, full stop! Especially, when faced with a team like Brazil!’ 

‘You sound like my dad,’ Jonathan complained. ‘Watch out!’ Jonathan screamed. 

Fat John swerved rapidly to avoid a dog attempting to cross the road. ‘The owner should be 
prosecuted for allowing that dog to wander the street like that!’ Fat John said in a deep angry voice. 

‘What is the matter with everyone today? My mum is stroppy and now you’re not in a better 
mood,’ Jonathan remarked. 

For a seven-year-old boy Jonathan could be quite talkative and he had a good 
sense of humour. When he was not watching football on TV he would put on a DVD. 
His favourite actor was Ralph Macchio. He admired the way Ralph who played 
Daniel in “The Karate Kid” would go round sorting out his adversaries. He yearned to 
develop his physical skills so that he could defend himself if attacked. In his room he 
had a set of plastic lifting bars with weight discs attached to each end which he used 
attempting to build up his muscles. He was always ready to help those who were 
weaker than him. His sense of justice made him hate bullies. 
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Back inside the house, Laura’s mood had not changed. She was still peeved with 
Danny for his behaviour at the car dealer showroom the previous day, which she 
regarded as quite embarrassing and insulting. She was fed up to her teeth with Danny 
paying less and less attention to her. She could not count the numerous numbers of 
occasions Danny had promised to take her out for lunch or dinner and had then 
cancelled their dates at the last minute or had forgotten about it altogether. Only the 
week before, they had arranged to meet at Garcon café for lunch and he did not show 
up, leaving Laura sitting there on her own waiting for nearly an hour by which point 
she ended up having lunch on her own. 

Looking at Danny, Laura decided to jog his memory. ‘Don’t forget we are going to the 
theatre to-night. Could you, for once, be here by 7.00 P.M. please?’ She said, sounding quite 
earnest. 

‘T will.’ 

‘That’s what you always say!’ Laura retorted somewhat in an angry tone. 

‘What’s up with you this morning? Cut it out Laura, will you? I’d better go before I have to 
listen to yet another of your tantrums,’ Danny responded trying hard not to raise his voice.’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ said Laura, realising that perhaps she was being over critical. 

As Danny attempted to get up from the table he pulled the table cloth slightly spilling some 
of the milk. Laura remarked: ‘...but you have not finished your breakfast?’ 

‘You finish it for me,’ he told her angrily. “Besides, I don’t want my boss to shout at me!’ 

“Your boss. ..?’ 

Danny grinned. He was his own boss. Danny was a well respected Surgeon in charge of 
the surgical unit at Saint Thomas hospital in the city of London, a job he had been doing for the last 
nine years. 

As he continued to get up Danny accidentally dropped his napkin on the floor, slipped on his 
jacket and grabbed his briefcase. Laura walked her husband to the door. She put her arms around 


his neck, gave him a goodbye kiss and waved to him as he drove off. Whilst turning round to get 
back into the house her eyes once again caught sight of the man on the roof. He was looking at her 
and he gave her a cheeky smile sending a chill running through her body. What a creep she thought. 
Feeling somewhat scared, she rushed into the house, bolted the front door and ran upstairs. She 
peeped through the curtain from one of the windows on the landing and saw the man had his back 
towards her. Nice butt she thought. Laura was used to men looking at her, yet she had never felt so 
uneasy. Nevertheless, she was determined to compose herself. She made her way to the bathroom, 
sat on the edge of the bathtub, turned on the tap, picked up a bottle of bubble bath liquid and poured 
a generous amount in the bathtub. Whilst the tub was filling up she untied the belt holding her gown 
together and let it to the floor. She arched her back, pulled her hair up and tied it in a bun on top of 
her head. Leaning forward she plunged her right-hand into the bathwater. Totally satisfied that the 
water was at the right temperature she turned off the tap. She moved her hands onto her waist, 
slipped off her G-string and entered the bathtub. Whilst lying in the hot bathtub and with her body 
covered with suds, the warmth of the water began to relax her. She gently leaned her head back, 
rested it on the edge of the bathtub and closed her eyes. She could feel herself drifting away. Slowly 
memories of the first day she met husband Danny flooded her mind. She could visualise that 
beautiful summer day when she was standing by a lake watching the men skiing. A handsome young 
man who was being tugged by a speedboat decided to wave at her. She was only twenty-one years 
old then. The young man lost his balance and he fell into the water. Laura found that so amusing 
that she burst out laughing. The young man swam to the edge of the lake, and with a helping hand 
from Laura he got out of the water. 

‘Thank you,’ the man said graciously. As he offered Laura a handshake he said, ‘I’m 
Danny.’ Water was dripping from his shorts. 

With her hand in her side trousers’ pocket she replied ‘I’m Laura and you are soaking wet,’ 
she giggled. 

‘You don’t happen to have a towel, do you?’ he asked jokingly. 

‘As a matter of fact I do,’ Laura answered whilst staring at Danny with a smile on her lips. 
They walked to her car, she opened the boot and handed him a towel. 

Looking surprised Danny said, ‘do you always carry a towel with you?’ 

‘Actually, I was on my way to the beach. Would you like to come?’ 
T don’t mind if I do.’ 
On that note, Danny jumped in her car and off they went. 
It was instant attraction. Laura still in her reverie could hear Danny’s soft voice 

caressing her ego and romancing her as they walked hand in hand on the sandy beach at Brighton 


in the south east of England where Laura happened to be holidaying. She could hear Danny’s 
voice whispering sweet nothings into her ear as they hugged and stole a kiss from each other. She 
could visualised the many happy hours they spent together and loving each other. Fast- 
forwarding, Laura’s imagination flashed further back to that special moment when she stood 
there at the altar, looking into Danny’s blue eyes and said “I DO”. 

Laura’s eyelids twitched a little as she lay in the bathtub. Her body covered with suds with 
only her right knee peeping out of the water a little. 

For the first six months, before Laura got married she had an amazing time. 
Their sex life was fantastic, and her lifestyle was romantic because they were 
constantly off on adventures. There’s a saying that when hardship walks through the 
front door, love walks out the back door, and that’s what was happening to them. The 
rot had set in when Jonathan came along at the wrong time forcing her to give up her 
job. Adding insult to injury, despite reassurance from Danny, money became tight 
after they had moved into that new house. From that moment, Laura’s dream of a 
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marriage made in heaven had begun to fade away. The seven-year itch had started to 
bite hard as each day passed them by. Laura felt more and more neglected as her 
husband tried to cope with their financial problems by spending a lot more time than 
usual with his work. Above and beyond his contracted hours with a nearby hospital, 
he maintained a private practice, and took on as many cases as he could handle to 
bring in some extra cash. Coming from a highly respected family and growing up 
with maids and drivers, but for his pride, he could have sought support from his 
parents which would have reduced the financial pressures and the stress that was 
driving a huge wedge between himself and his wife. Caught up in that situation, for 
weeks, Laura and Danny went without spending quality time with each other. Whilst 
Danny had quickly embraced fatherhood and did his utmost to provide for the family, 
Laura was the unready mother full of resentment of having had to give up her modelling job, 
and the glamorous life she used to enjoy on what she regarded to be false promises. As Danny was 
working longer hours, quite often he would be late coming home for dinner and on several 
occasions he had promised to take his wife to a restaurant for lunch or dinner and at the last minute 
he had cancelled the outing. On one occasion Laura had cooked a special celebration dinner. Danny 
had arrived home very late that evening and he had completely forgotten it was their wedding 
anniversary sending Laura into a fit. 

Laura plunged her right knee into the bathwater. Her eyes were twitching heavily. She could 
hear herself shouting and screaming at her husband and crying herself to bed. She could hear her 
own stern voice saying to her husband, ‘whatever happened to the man I married? Once my Danny 
was so caring, so thoughtful, so romantic...!’ To which Danny had replied ‘T’ll make it up to you... I 
am working as hard as I can to get the money to support this house.’ Laura’s eyes continued to 
twitch. ‘Damn the house! Damn you! Damn everything!’ was Laura’s response. ‘There is no 
excitement in our lives any more,’ she added. 

Angered by her husband’s unwillingness to listen to her personal needs, she heard herself 
shouting ‘maybe I should take a lover...’ 

Jonathan had also started to witness more frequent episodes of disagreements 
between his parents and as the bickering escalated he began to get frightened that his 
parents would split. Worried what would happen to him, some nights he would lie 
awake in his bed thinking of the worse thing that could happen to his family, and 
quietly he would cried himself to sleep. Consequently, most mornings he would find 
it hard to wake up. 

Suddenly, the phone rang interrupting Laura’s disturbing vision of the past. With her left- 
hand, she reached out and picked up the receiver hanging on the wall. Still trying to compose 
herself, she paused, and then said, ‘Hello.’ She sounded groggy. It was her friend Desiré, with 
whom she had once shared a flat, living a few blocks away calling her. 

“Hi Laura, how are you? Did I wake you up?’ Desiré asked, 

Laura shook herself, and replied, ‘No, no. I’m fine. Sorry for the abruptness. What’s up?’ 

‘Peter has just left for Paris on business and I am feeling lonely,’ Desiré explained. 

Desiré was a cute French housewife with no peace in her body. Since she left her job as a 
model, she had too much free time on her hands and was forever trying to whisk Laura out of the 
house and take her to the nearby shopping mall and while-away the time, gossiping about almost 
anything. Once she took Laura to a brothel she had frequented a few times and the latter was not 
amused. 

Swapping the receiver to her right ear, Laura said, ‘Join the club my dear. Danny has just 
left for work and Jonathan has gone to school...I am alone too, so why don’t you come over?’ 
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‘Give me twenty minutes,’ Desiré replied and rested the phone back on its cradle. 

For a brief moment, Laura’s thoughts drifted to that occasion when Madame Frazier at the 
brothel had complimented her on her good looks and had wanted to recruit her. She quickly 
dismissed that thought, vaguely remembering a certain gentleman showing interest in her. 

Minutes later, Laura stood up in the bathtub, and then stepped out putting one leg out then 
the next. She stretched her left-hand to grab the towel from the rail and brought it towards her body. 
After having rubbed herself down with the towel, before wrapping it around her body 
she paraded herself in front of the mirror admiring her curves from different angles. 
Using both hands, she passed them sensually around her body starting from her 
bottom moving upwards. As she reached her well-formed breasts, she cupped and 
squeezed them gently before pinching both nipples rolling them between her thumbs 
and fingers. Standing in front of the sink, she took her electric toothbrush and cleaned 
her teeth. As she was doing so she noticed that some of her teeth needed whitening. 
“T really must make that appointment with my hygienist,” she reminded herself. After 
she had finished rinsing her mouth, she opened it wide and protruded her tongue as 
far as she could. Just as she had finished applying some lipstick, she heard the doorbell 
ringing. She immediately assumed it was Desiré. She rushed downstairs, still wrapped in her bath- 
towel and opened the door. She was shocked when she saw a man standing there. 


‘Oh, goodness me!’ Laura exclaimed embarrassingly. Before she could change 
her mind and close the door, the man forced himself in and locked the door behind 
him. Laura tried to scream. He was a big man and Laura, frozen with fear, instantly felt the 
man’s hands around her waist and over her mouth warning her to be quiet. She sobbed helplessly. 
He grabbed her by the hair and violently dragged her backward to the lounge and 
pushed her onto the settee. 

‘Please don’t hurt me,’ Laura begged with her hands raised in front of her, ready to push the 
man away if he should make a move towards her. She recognised the intruder as being the same 
man she saw mending the roof. 

‘Just do as I say and you will be fine,’ the man said in a threatening voice. 

‘What do you want with me?’ 

The intruder looked at her and grinned. Laura looking at the expression on his 
face could determine his intention. As he started to come closer towards her, she 
pulled herself in a foetal position and shouted: ‘No, please don’t,’ she pleaded. The 
man was not in the mood to take no for an answer. The intruder’s voice was so 
powerful that a frightened Laura decided not to fight him. He grabbed the towel and 
pulled it off exposing her bare body. He then cupped her well formed breasts in his 
hot, sweaty hands and squeezed them hard. ‘My God, you are fucking beautiful,’ he 
panted. Why is this man doing this to me? Laura thought. 

He pushed her back onto the sofa. Laura lay there unmoving, uncaring, as 
though she was suffering from some kind of shock. He hastily took off his jacket, 
throwing it on the floor and unzipped his trousers. He pulled out his manhood and 
moved towards her. Her body was even more splendid than he had anticipated. 
Holding his stiff penis in his right hand, he said to Laura, ‘I am going to show you a 
good time,’ and laughed sardonically. He placed his muscular body on top of hers 
and thrust his organ between her legs. He began to push harder and harder, forcing 
himself into her. Laura felt nothing. In her mind, she refused to believe what was 
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happening to her. 

Oddly enough, she did not hate the man, for she bizarrely understood him. 
Since earlier on, she had, albeit inadvertently, showed him her breasts, sending him 
the wrong message. In his frenzy at having this beautiful woman underneath his body, the rapist 
did not even notice that Laura simply lay there, but he would not have cared. Just feasting his eyes 
on her breasts earlier on and after pulling the bath towel away revealing her nude body was enough 
to rouse him to heights of lust no other woman had taken him to before. He was accustomed to the 
tired goods of the whores of London, and to find this young, desirable woman under him was like a 
miracle gracing his life. 

He just could not have enough of her. He flipped her onto her belly, pulling her 
onto all fours; he slid behind her then pushed himself violently into her. Her tampon 
was never removed; it was in during the whole incident. Laura caught a glimpse in 
the glazed cabinet door of him fucking her from behind as he hissed with his teeth 
clenched. By the time he had started penetrating her from behind she had completely 
given up. She later on said to Desiré that ‘it felt like an outer-body experience. It was 
as if I had stepped out of my body and was watching what was happening, unable to 
do anything about it. All I was thinking was that he could take my body, but I would 
not let him take my soul! When he first started penetrating me I could feel him, but 
the more and longer he was inside of me the less I felt him. I just shut down.’ He slid 
his hands up to her dangling breasts and cupped them hard, occasionally kneaded her 
nipples, pinching and tugging to the edge of pain. He moved his hands tightly around 
her hips and pushed deeper, fucking her hard and fast. Burying himself in her, his 
body jerked and twitched, followed first by a sharp inhalation held for a few seconds, 
then a long sigh. Finally he came to rest on Laura’s back as her body collapsed to the 
floor. When he was done she turned around to throw him off her back. He opened his 
eyes, ‘what do you think of Antonio’s cock, hey?’ he said, giving her that Cheshire 
cat grin. 

Laura lay there in a foetal position, shaken and in tears. She could not believe what had just 
happened to her. She was definitely afraid of Antonio. Having been raised as a 
Catholic, immediately thoughts of fear, shame and disgust filled her head. 

She was confused and wondered if it was actually rape since she opened the 
door to let Antonio in. Her head was spinning and she was physically sick to her 
stomach. My husband would say it was my fault. She told herself. 

Antonio wanted Laura to make him breakfast. She felt so disgusting and dirty 
that she pleaded with him to allow her to clean herself and get dressed first. She got 
up and made her way upstairs. 

‘Wait!’ Antonio ordered her. ‘Do you have a gun in the house?’ 

‘No. No gun,’ Laura replied in a trembling voice lying through her teeth. 

“You would not be lying to me now, would you?’ Antonio responded in a deep threatening 
tone of voice whilst looking directly at her holding a flick-knife in his hand. 

Laura shook her head gently side ways and proceeded to make her way upstairs. Halfway on 
the stairs, she looked behind her and found Antonio was on her tail. As she reached her bedroom 
door she stopped, turned round and looked at Antonio as if telling him not to come in. 

‘Go on, Ill wait for you out here. Don’t do anything stupid now,’ Antonio said harshly. 

Laura walked into her bedroom; her mind was on the tampon. She went into the closet and 
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got a wire clothes hanger before entering the en-suite shower, thinking she might need it. Once 
inside the shower cubicle she tried to get the tampon out with her fingers. Suddenly she 
remembered something a biology teacher had told her many years ago when she was only a 
teenager. The teacher had told her how to get a tampon out if it was in too deep. So she followed the 
teacher’s advice and pressed and pushed as if she was having a baby. Fortunately, she was flexible 
enough and she was able to reach a tiny corner of the tampon and pulled it out. Laura felt dirty. As 
the water from the douche rained over her head and body she washed herself frantically. After 


leaving the shower Laura entered the bedroom, walked to the wardrobe and as she was 
opening the door she quickly and discretely passed her right-hand on top of it where 
she knew her husband kept a gun. She could feel it with her fingers. She instantly 
pulled her hand away and proceeded to open the wardrobe door. She started to undo 
the towel around her body when she heard the bedroom door creak open. The 
stranger stood near the door and told her to hurry up. Realising that she was not going 
to get any privacy, she picked a dress from the rail and slipped it over her head before 
removing the towel. Despite her best efforts, Antonio managed to get a glimpse of 
her behind. Strangely enough, in order not to embarrass Laura further, Antonio 
removed himself and closed the door. Laura quickly put on her pants, grabbed the 
gun, walked towards the door. While holding the gun in a shooting position in her 
right-hand she used her left-hand to open the door. She was amazed to discover that 
there was no one there; Antonio seemed to have vanished. Laura walked slowly onto 
the landing, and then she moved herself towards the stairs. As she reached the 
balustrade, she leaned forward looking to see if there was anyone downstairs. Feeling 
it was safe, she slowly crept her way down the stairs clutching the loaded gun with 
both hands, ready to shoot anyone in sight. 

Antonio had left leaving Laura a note warning her that he would come back if she dared tell 
anyone. Paying little attention to the note, Laura rushed to the phone, picked up the receiver, dialled 


two numbers and then stopped. She thought seriously about what Antonio’s note said. After a short 
pause, she replaced the receiver on the cradle. 


A few minutes later Desiré arrived. Laura and Desiré hugged each other. 
Desiré could intuitively feel that something was not right. Though Laura did not really 
want to talk about what had happened, Desiré insisted on knowing and Laura, in between 
sobs, told her the story. 

‘Oh no! Did you take a good look at the man who did that to you, Laura?’ Desiré asked and 
added, ‘have you called the police?’ 

‘No. No police please!’ Laura asserted. ‘No one must know,’ she said. Her hand shaking, 
she picked up Antonio’s note from the side table and showed it to Desiré. 

‘He wrote that?’ Desiré frowned. ‘He has a nerve. Don’t you see he is trying to scare you?’ 
she added. 

‘If he is, then he has succeeded,’ Laura replied. 

Desiré went into the kitchen and made a pot of tea; they sat and talked for a 
while. 

Laura explained that perhaps it was her fault. ‘If I had not opened the door 
this would not have happened,’ Laura said. ‘Or if I was properly dressed instead of 
simply being wrapped in a bath towel, I would not have encouraged Antonio and I 
would have been safe.’ She concluded. 


Whilst talking, Laura mentioned that Antonio’s face looked familiar. ‘Besides 
seeing him on the roof, I think I have seen him somewhere else before,’ Laura said. ‘I 
just can’t quite work out where or when,’ she added. 

‘Think Laura, think?’ Desiré begged. 

‘I am,’ Laura insisted as she wiped away a tear running down her right cheek. 

“What if he comes back?’ Desiré thought allowed. 

There was a long silence. Laura appeared distant. 

‘Are you all right’ asked Desiré. 

‘Eh!’ Laura gazed at her friend. 

‘Are you okay?’ Desiré repeated her question. 

Laura thought for a moment then said, ‘he...he was rough...but he knew what 
he was doing, you know.’ Laura revealed remaining pensive. 

“You sound like you enjoyed it?’ 

Laura hesitated. ‘I must have, because I came.’ 

‘What?’ 

“Yes, I came,’ she repeated sounding surprise. 

‘So!’ Desiré raised her eyebrows, with her lips slightly parted. 

‘So?’ Laura shouted. ‘I got off on a rapist,’ she added softly shrugging her 
shoulders. ‘’ve never been able to climax that way before during intercourse...I 
never came with Danny.’ 

‘Oh! Does he know?’ 

‘No. I faked it.’ 

‘Ah Ha! Why didn’t you tell him?’ 

‘IT couldn’t. He would freak. I’ve been faking it for seven years Desiré.’ 

‘Oh my gosh, for seven years?’ Desiré echoed. ‘You mean you’ve been lying 
to him for that long?’ 

“You don’t understand.’ 

‘All right, make me understand.’ 

‘I didn’t want to hurt his feelings,’ Laura replied. ‘Could it be that I 
subconsciously wanted it?’ 

‘Did you?’ Desiré bounced the question back to Laura. 

‘No. Of course I didn’t. I told him no several times...I...I guess I must have 
loved it, otherwise my body wouldn’t have reacted that way.’ 

“Well...I’ve read somewhere that arousal and orgasm can happen during rape. 
In that situation it is not a sign of pleasure. It is a sign that our body reacts, just as it 
does with a rapid heartbeat or an adrenaline rush. But...on the other hand, 
err...maybe unconsciously you did want it to happen.’ 

They both stared at each other for a short while and then Laura said, 
‘well...there is something to say for orgasm...yeah!’ she shook her head and laughed. 

‘It felt good hey?’ Desiré sounded like she had experienced it herself. 

Laura leaned forward and whispered, ‘Desiré it was incredible.’ She suddenly 
felt ridiculous hearing herself talking like that and she quickly added, ‘Oh, ignore me. 
I just don’t know what I am saying. I think I am crazy.’ 
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‘No not crazy! Self-discovery!’ Desiré told her. 

Her mind could not comprehend this whole scenario, so in order to cope with 
it, she blocked it out as if it had never happened. She shut down completely and 
decided she would never tell anyone about it. 
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Laura and Desiré had been good friends since high school. They both had taken regular 
outings together before they were married and they had confided in each other about almost every 
thing including their relationships with the opposite sex. Once Jonathan was born, Laura was not 
able to go out as often as she wanted. Although Laura did her best to be a supportive wife and a 
good mum to Jonathan, the reality was that she was not ready for a family. She selfishly wanted to 
enjoy the company of her husband a bit longer before starting a family. But one night she had 
forgotten to take her contraceptive pill and that was enough to get her pregnant. At the time, she had 
thought of an abortion, but Danny opposed the idea. Strangely enough, Desiré had been trying for a 
child for a number of years without much luck. Desiré was convinced it was due to her husband’s 
low sperm count. 

Since the birth of Jonathan, Laura predictably felt somewhat restricted. She 
desperately wanted things to go back to the way it was when there was just her and 
Danny, weekend partying and eating out. Now most of her time was taken up with 
raising a family and counting the pennies. A lifestyle she was not pleased with. She 
had, on countless occasions, told Danny that she wanted to return to her modelling 
job but he did not want her to. 

‘What are you going to tell Danny?’ Desiré wanted to know. 

‘Nothing,’ Laura answered spontaneously. 

‘Nothing?’ Desiré repeated. 

‘Yes. He will probably blame me anyway!’ 

‘Blame you, why?’ 

‘What do I tell him, I flashed my boobs at Antonio and he came to rape me?’ 

‘But you didn’t do it purposely, did you?’ 

‘It makes no difference. I should have been more careful. Besides, when the 
police and eventually the court hear that I climaxed, they would immediately think it 
was consensual.’ 

‘No. You’re wrong. I’ve read that most courtrooms recognise that legal consent 
must be freely given and that consent can be withdrawn at any time. You must call 
the police, Laura. This man has to be stopped.’ Desiré cocked her head and raised an 
eyebrow as if to say, you need to listen to me. 

Laura refused to be persuaded. She had made up her mind that she would keep quiet about 
it. 

‘Do you want me to stay with you until Danny gets home? 

‘No, Pll be all right. Yourun along. Thanks for coming.’ 

‘I can stay with you for a bit more,’ Desiré implored. 

‘I think I want to be alone now. Besides, Jonathan will soon be back from school.’ 

Desiré gave Laura a hug and reluctantly made her way out. ‘If you do need anything, just 
call me you hear?’ she emphasised as she closed the door behind her. 

Everything seemed so unreal to Laura that she just kept doing the things she 
had to do without thinking. She felt really, really weird. Everything just seemed so 
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big! She felt that she was lucky as she was not beaten down, not threatened with a 
weapon and she was not tortured. She was conscious that there were probably a lot of 
women out there who had gone through even scarier and even more traumatic 
experiences than her. But she did not lose sight of the fact that “rape” does not mean 
that one has to be hit, threatened with a weapon or even tortured. Rape means to be 
forced to perform a sexual act. No matter how it occurs. 

But Laura just could not get it out of her head that it was her fault and all she 
wanted was to forget what had happened. She took herself to bed hoping that if she 
slept for a while she would feel better afterwards. 
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Desiré nearly forgot she had a 3.30 P.M. appointment with her hairdresser that day. She 
made her way to the hairdresser’s salon as quickly as she could. Despite her best efforts she was 
twenty minutes late. As she approached the receptionist, the latter said, ‘Helen gave up on you 
thinking that you were not coming. Do take a seat in the waiting room and Ill let her know you are 
here.’ 

‘Thank you.’ Desiré picked up a magazine and began to flick through. 

Two women with their heads under the blow dryer were busy gossiping. Desiré tried to 
block their words and ignore what they were saying, but curiosity got the better of her. The women 
were relentless with their cutting remarks. They didn’t notice Desiré sitting not so far away from 
them and they were chatting so freely. They were saying awful things about Laura. But the worst 
part was that their words were true. Nevertheless, she did not like hearing what they were saying 
about her friend. She wanted to intervene then thought she would keep quiet and see how far they 
would go. One of the women calling herself Jessica huffed in a haughty manner and having heard 
Jessica’s voice Desiré could picture her image. ‘Good grief,’ Jessica referring to Laura said with a 
snotty voice, ‘she’s only been in this area for a month and she has already started to build quite a 
reputation. Would you believe she still has no curtains in her kitchen window and yet she parades 
herself in her nightgown?’ 

‘I agree. No sense of privacy at all. Ugh! It’s disgusting,’ the other woman said. 

Desiré knew that woman’s voice. She lived not so far away from her. Her name was Barbara 
—a divorcee working as a secretary in an office down town with a reputation for being a horrible 
gossiper and a flirt. She was a good dresser though. She wasn’t boring in her fashion attempts and 
always came across as being a bit of a slapper. 

Continuing to attack Laura, Jessica said, ‘she used to be a beauty pageant I heard.’ 

‘Was she now?’ Barbara replied. ‘Then she is used to putting herself on display,’ she said 
with a giggle. 

Jessica laughed shrilly before saying, ‘one of these days...! I have seen how those builders 
working on top of one of the houses near her ogle her when she walks down the street wearing that 
tight dress.’ 

The two women chatted away, slating Laura a little longer, before finally moving on to the 
next person they decided to pick on. Eventually, their voices faded away as Desiré walked out of 
the waiting area into the salon where Helen - her hairdresser - was waiting for her but their 
malicious comments rang heavily in the air long after they were out of sight. Desiré grimaced as she 
quickly pulled a tissue out of her handbag and wiped a tear lurking in the corner of her eye. The 
pain of hearing those two women saying those things about her friend clenched at her stomach. She 
wondered what those two gossipers would say if they knew what had just happened to Laura. As 
she sat in the hairdressing chair, she was angry with herself for letting those catty women talk about 
her friend like that. “So what if they were right about her, that’s surely her business?” she thought. 
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Desiré was seated and Helen standing behind her asked, ‘so you want a cut and a blow dry, 
right?’ 

“Yes please.’ 

Desiré liked to keep herself well groomed. She quite liked being Mrs Emery. Her husband 
Peter Emery was incredibly intelligent and was an art dealer. Lately he had been spending more 
time abroad wheeling and dealing, but she knew that Peter could be a womaniser and he was good 
looking enough for women to want to throw themselves at him. Stupidly maybe, she trusted him 
implicitly, though if she ever thought that Peter was playing away she could be quite revengeful 
when given enough of a reason. However, she believed that as long as she kept herself in good 
shape and looking nice, Peter would not stray. The fact that she was playing away, did not 
count as far as she was concerned. 

‘All done,’ Helen said and offered Desiré a mirror so that she could see the back of her head. 

Oh, she really looked nice. The hairdo suited her. She had a decent enough figure with 
slender hips and more than enough up top. Probably too much up top, she thought as she paraded 
herself in front of the long mirror and pulled the pink cardigan down to cover her slim hips more 
smoothly. Her hair was beautifully coifed; all she needed to enhance the colour of her pretty brown 
eyes was a little makeup. Probably a good bit of concealer as well, just to cover the dark circles 
under her eyes from lack of sleep. 

Peter wasn’t expected back in London for a few days, and she had hoped to be able to 
persuade Laura to accompany her on a shopping spree. After what had happened to Laura she 
probably would not be interested she figured. She made her way back to her house, made a few 
phone calls then sat in front of her computer surfing the net. She had heard about computer dating 
and knew a few mates who had tried it. One person Desiré knew found her other half and got 
married. Desiré got onto one of those sites for singles and just for a lark entered her profile, 
deliberately omitting to say that she is married. Minutes later she was chatting with various 
individuals competing for their attention. She enjoyed the attention she was getting and felt good 
about it. 
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When Danny had arrived home he expected to see Laura ready dressed and 
waiting for him. Instead he found her in bed. 

‘Laura, are you okay?’ Danny asked. 

She opened her eyes and noticed Danny standing there. She glanced at the 
clock on her bedroom wall and discovered it was 7.00 P.M. exactly. She remarked. 
‘I’m impressed.’ 

‘Why aren’t you dressed yet?’ 

“To tell you the truth I didn’t expect you to be home.’ 

“Well, I am. Are we going?’ 

‘Eh...! Yes.’ Really she did not want to go to the theatre after what had 
happened to her earlier on, but thought it was probably better to go. 

Danny went straight into the shower. After a few minutes he came out with a 
bath towel wrapped round his waist. Laura went in to have hers. 

“What time is the child minder arriving?’ Danny asked. 

‘She is already here talking with Jonathan in his room.’ 

Once Danny was dressed he went into Jonathan’s room. His son was playing a 
computer game with Jenny, the childminder. 
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‘Hi dad,’ Jonathan paused his game and gave his dad a big hug. 

‘Be sure you’re in bed by 8.00 o’clock you hear?’ Danny said trying to look 
serious. 

‘No sweat dad. Did you have a good day?’ 

‘It was not too bad, son.’ 

‘Let’s go Danny,’ Laura said, as she came to bid Jonathan good night. She had 
put on a beautiful pink chiffon evening dress with matching lipstick, earrings and 
shoes. 

At 8.00 o’clock on the dot they arrived at the Lyceum theatre, London to watch 
the award winning musical The Lion King. After they were seated, whilst waiting for the 
curtain to open, Laura took out her compact mirror from her handbag and as she saw her face in it 
she said, ‘Oh God, I look awful.’ 

“You look absolutely ravishing...you know you do,’ Danny said, with a reassuring smile. 

‘No. I know how I look, its how I feel. And I feel awful.’ 

Not wanting to give Laura an excuse to pick an argument, Danny felt it was probably best to 
keep quiet. When he had arrived home earlier and all the way to the theatre, he did notice that his 
wife was not looking happy but he had attached little importance to it and he had hoped that the 
evening out would cheer her up. He was beginning to have second thoughts about that. The musical 
started on time. The music was wonderful. Both Act one and two were enchanting, but Danny’s 
mind kept flashing back to fragments of conversations. He could hear: 


Laura yelling at him at the car showroom the previous day...and preventing him from taking 
an emergency call... 
Laura’s rude remark at breakfast before he had left for work...her criticism about him being 
unreliable... 
Laura’s response just before the play was about to start...making him feels that 
silence is golden. 


Laura, in Danny’s opinion, was becoming increasingly difficult to live with and he needed 
to do something about it. 

When the musical ended and they were in the Taxi cab, Danny could not wait to get home to 
have a heart to heart talk. 

‘By the way, you do know that you made quite a spectacle of yourself at the car showroom 
yesterday. Your behaviour was shocking to say the least.’ 

‘I’m sorry.’ 

“Are you really? Sorry I mean.’ 

‘I just said it, didn’t I?’ 

‘Err...Is that the same sorry you said to me at breakfast time this morning?’ 

Laura lowered her head and kept quiet. 

‘If you want to see me with you in public again, you’ll need to adopt a more pleasant 
attitude, as I know you can, especially when we are out together in the presence of other people.’ 

‘Tl try.’ 

‘That’s a good start...Oh, before I forget; did you...err...buy that car?’ 

“What with? I have no money!’ Laura stared at her husband and sounded bitter. 

Danny could see the hostility in his wife’s eyes. ‘I thought...’ 

“Well you thought wrong. Okay.’ Laura was quick to cut him off. 

Danny sighed. ‘I see...Now I’ve got it. Here I was thinking that I was taking good care of 
you. I mean...really taking care of you.’ 


“Youare...but...’ 

Ah! There is always a “but”, isn’t there?’ Danny looked straight at Laura and said, ‘let’s 
hear it.’ 

A grim looking Laura lowered her eyes, shook her head gently and said, ‘No. It’s okay.’ 

‘No, it is not okay. It’s the car, isn’t it? Yes, it must be.’ 

‘No!’ 

“What is it then?’ 

‘All right I'll tell you.’ Laura thought for a moment, took a deep breath and then said, ‘the 
car is not really important. I wouldn’t have minded owning it but, as you quite rightly said, /’ve 
already got a relatively new car in the garage.’ Laura paused briefly, took another deep breath then 
added quickly and determinedly, ‘I want to go back to modelling.’ 

‘Are you serious?’ Danny raised his voice slightly. 

‘Hmm!’ Laura nodded. 

‘Out of the question!’ Danny equally determined to put his foot down. 

‘Why?’ her disappointment was obvious. ‘Danny, we’ll be like before. I will not have to rely 
on you for money. Financial freedom! And...you would not have to work such long hours, giving 
us more time together. Please Danny, please!’ 

A stubborn looking Danny said, ‘Our boy needs to come home to a mother, not a 
nanny...Don’t get me wrong Nancy does take good care of him, but I think Jonathan needs to bond 
with you more, not her. I married you and I want you to be the mother of my...err...our child!’ 

‘Jonathan, Jonathan, always Jonathan.’ Laura tried hard not to raise her voice. 

‘I guess you resent me for persuading you to have that child?’ 

She instantly said, ‘a little.’ Immediately realising what she had said she quickly grabbed his right 
arm, looked into Danny’s distressed eyes and said, ‘not any more.’ Even Laura would have had a 
hard time believing that. 

The expression on Danny’s face changed immediately. 

‘I love you Danny! I...I have always loved you,’ Laura said looking deep into Danny’s eyes 
hoping to be able to read what was going through his mind. 

The sadness on Danny’s face was obvious. 

‘This is very kind of you to tell me, but unless I let you go back to your modelling job I 
suppose you won’t be happy, is that it?’ Danny sounded like a tired warrior who had just lost the 
most important battle of his life and the will to live. 

“Will you let me?’ Laura asked again, as if Danny had not made his feelings clear enough. 

Danny took a moment to think. He had explained the reason for his unwillingness to let her 
go back to modelling several times before. He had barely tolerated her continuing modelling after 
they had got married, but allowing the mother of his child to model was harder to accept. 

‘No. You know this is not acceptable to me and you know why.’ 

“Yes, I do...’m sorry,’ Laura answered, looking dissatisfied. 

Danny reflected for a moment then asked, ‘so...what are we to do?’ 

“You can divorce me.’ 

“You know I can’t. Divorce is not an option.’ 

“Yes I realise that...’ 

‘Why did you say it then?’ An infuriated Danny asked gritting his teeth. 

Laura took a deep breath then said sheepishly, ‘just because it is not an option.’ 

Living separate lives was never an option for either of them. Danny did not believe in 
divorce and Laura, like her mother, had a long standing wish to walk hand in hand with Danny, 
down a beautiful beach, when she reached 100. 

Danny looked beat. In a soft defeatist voice he said, ‘I can’t understand how it’s all gone 
wrong.’ 

Laura was overcome with emotion. She leaned towards her husband, resting her face on his 
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shoulder and said, in-between sobs, ‘Oh, darling,’ unable to prevent the tears oozing out. Her heart 
was aching too. “If Danny was so against her modelling, how would he react if he found out about 
her rape?” she wondered. 

‘Oh don’t cry,’ Danny said softly. The driver can see you in his mirror. 

Laura immediately sat up straight. “Of course he can.’ She quickly realised and turned her 
head away from her husband towards her right shoulder; using her left hand she tried to hide her 
face. 

‘So what are we to do?’ Danny posed the question again mainly to himself. 

‘Go on, I suppose! Laura said in a low voice, looking at Danny. “What 
else can we do?’ she continued, unable to see a better solution. 


The journey home that day appeared to have taken a lifetime for both of them. They went 
straight to bed. Within seconds of Danny resting his head on his pillow he had drifted into a deep 
sleep. Laura took a lot longer to fall asleep, but when she woke up the next morning she found a red 
rose with a note on the kitchen table. It read: 


Sorry Laura, I had to leave early this morning to get to Harrogate where I 
am chairing a conference; I will try not to be home too late. 

Love Danny 

XXX 
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At 9.00 A.M. sharp that day, Danny was standing in front of Daimler AG showroom 
admiring the SL550 still on display in the showroom. He decided to walk inside and took a closer 
look at the car as if he had not seen it before. He walked around it, opened the driver’s door and sat 
down holding the steering wheel with both hands. He pressed the ON button to switch on the 
SatNav. A voice suddenly came on asking, ‘where would you like to go master?’ 

‘Ha! Ha! A talking car!’ Danny found it quite amusing; he gave a sigh and quickly pressed 
the button again to switch off the SatNav. He sat back, looked around and noticed a few buttons on 
the steering wheel. He stretched his left hand and pushed one of them, and immediately a tint 
shaded every glass pane providing instant protection against annoying sunlight. At that point Tom 
Byron seeing someone was viewing the car came out of his office immediately. 

‘Good morning Sir?’ he said, with a broad smile on his face as he approached the vehicle 
and he quickly recognised Danny Wilson. 

Danny immediately got out of the car and closed the door. 

‘Cute little baby, don’t you agree?’ Tom said. 

‘Ts it a baby?’ 

‘It’s a car.’ 

‘Quite futuristic!’ Danny replied. 

‘It has just been polished this morning.’ He opened the bonnet and said, ‘She has got a 
revolutionary V8 engine, you see. There, with the very latest 4.7L biturbo, 429 horsepower with an 
acceleration of 0-60 in 4.5 seconds, sir,’ an excited Tom doing his best to impress Danny with his 
sales patter. 

‘I...I don’t care much for the voice on the SatNav...and...and the cup holder is badly 
placed...I...want it on the left.’ Danny moved a few paces back. ‘The colour scheme and shape is 
very pleasing.’ After a short pause he told Tom, ‘Deliver it on the 8" of August will you.’ 

‘Surely you would like a spin?’ Tom could not believe he had sold the car, just like that. 
Here he was trying to impress Laura the first time round, when in fact the person he needed to 
impress was Danny. 
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Danny thought for a moment and then echoed; ‘Spin?’ looking slightly confused. 

‘Drive sir,’ Tom clarified. 

‘Oh, how kind of you,’ said Danny. ‘Er...My car is at the hospital down the road. If I arrive 
in this vehicle, the car park attendant may not let me in.’ he laughed. ‘He is getting on a bit you see; 
I don’t want to confuse him.’ 

‘Oh!’ Tom looked at Danny, wondering what a strange customer he was dealing with. ‘But 
you have not looked at the latest engine here, sir,’ as he turned towards the car pointing to the 
bonnet. 

‘It is a Mercedes, isn’t it?’ Danny double-checked as if he did not know and a v8 engine is 
what he would expect in such a car. 

‘It is.” Tom was happy to confirm. 

‘And the one I buy will be brand new, isn’t it?’ 

‘Yes, but you have not looked at the engine...’ 

‘If this is not the car that I will have, why on earth would I want to spin...er...test drive this 
particular car?’ 

Whilst Tom was trying to think of a clever answer, Danny turned round and saw Elliot 
Cromwell, the manager of the showroom branch approaching. He was in his late forties, an 
attractive earnest-looking man with an air of quiet competence. He knew Danny Wilson personally, 
and was quite familiar with Danny’s ground breaking work as a surgeon and Danny had operated on 
his wife once and had done a fine job. 

After they had shook hands, Elliot walked towards the car and asked. ‘You’re interested 
in our new beauty?’ 

“Yes I’ve bought it,’ Danny said proudly as he moved closer to Elliot and whispered, ‘I 
don’t like that voice on the SatNav. It’s awful...’ 

‘Don’t worry it can be changed.’ Elliot was quick to reassure Danny. 

‘And that cup holder, I prefer it to be on the left. Perhaps somewhere it can be easily reached 
with the left hand.’ 

‘Consider it done. You will enjoy driving this car.’ 

‘Oh it’s not for me...it’s for my beautiful wife. Our anniversary is coming up soon. We had 
a dreadful disagreement yesterday. This is a little present to make up.’ 

‘Hmm...! Very suitable!’ Elliot gave Danny an approving smile. ‘I think we have your latest 
home address on file.’ Pointing to the car, ‘and...you want the cup holder on the left?’ They smile 
at each other. 

Having come to a mutual understanding, Elliot said to Danny, ‘it will take five weeks or so.’ 

‘Oh, we must have it on the 8" of August. This gives you only four weeks and one day. It’s 
for our Wedding Anniversary.’ Danny emphasised. 

‘8 August you said?’ Elliot pondered for a moment. ‘Leave it with me. I’ll see what I can 
do.’ 

On that note, they said goodbye to each other. As Danny was walking away he noticed Tom 
Byron standing there looking slightly deflated. Danny walked towards him and said, ‘Interesting 
about the V8 engine. I must remember to tell my wife all about it,’ and he walked out of the 
showroom with a grin on his face. # 
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CHAPTER 3 


From the first moment Laura had met Danny, by the river at the Battersea boat show 
in summer 1991, she thought she had, at long last got it right. He was the man she 
had been waiting for. He was so different from those she had usually dated. Besides 
being incredibly gorgeous with wavy black hair, long sideboards reaching down to 
his chin, a thin sexy moustache, a square jaw, he knew how to make her laugh. His 
slightly pointed nose added to the overall impact of strength and intelligence. That, as 
much as his sharp blue eyes, was what had worked for her that first day. 

Everyone, especially her mum, was pleased about her choice. Her dad and 
Danny got on straight away, which was a big plus, given that the former had always 
been very critical of Laura’s previous boy friends. 

Danny was the first man in a very long time that Laura could imagine spending 
the rest of her life with. In fact, she married him after a very brief period of courting. 
Danny too had dated a number of women before. Most of them were slender 
brunettes who were only interested in a good time with no long term commitments. 
Whilst at the beginning that suited Danny fine, he also had been looking for that 
special girl he could take home to meet his parents and the minute he had set eyes on 
Laura his body ached with need. 

For the previous eighteen months, Laura hadn’t gone out very much, mainly 
because her modelling career was making lots of demands on her time. Her friend 
Desiré was always complaining that they were not spending enough time together 
and with Danny coming into the picture there was even less chance of that happening. 
Laura had a couple of planned modelling assignments at Blackpool which she had to 
honour and she had already told her mother, who was also her manager, not to 
schedule anymore so that she could spend as much time as possible with Danny. 

A few weeks later they began to see each other as often as time would allow. 
Danny loved Paris and had read a lot about it and had always wanted to spend some 
time there but had never found the right person to accompany him. That summer after 
having booked two adjoining rooms in a hotel in Paris, he pulled out his mobile from 
his shirt pocket and dialled Laura’s number. 


‘Hello.’ Laura answered. 
‘Get ready. We are going to Paris,’ Danny said. 


‘Paris!’ Laura echoed. 

‘Pll pick you up in thirty minutes,’ Danny confirmed. 

Before Laura could say another word Danny had cut off. She broke the news to her mother 
and promised her that she would keep her scheduled dates at Blackpool catwalk show and hurriedly 
packed a suitcase. 

When the Air France plane landed at Charles de Gaulle Airport, Danny went into the busy 
terminal to the car rental office. ‘My name is Danny Wilson. I have a -’ 

The clerk looked up. ‘Ah! Dr. Wilson...’ 

‘Mr.’ Danny corrected her. 

‘T thought you were...’ 

Danny interrupted her again. ‘Yes, | am a Surgeon, but my proper title is Mr.’ Danny was 


only trying to be picky. 

‘Okay Doctor...err sorry Mr Wilson, your car is ready.’ She handed him a form. ‘Just sign 
this please.’ 

This is what I would call real service, Danny thought. ‘Ill need a map of Paris. Would you 
happen to - ?’ 


‘Of course, sir.” She reached behind the counter and selected a map. ‘Voild.’ She stood there 
watching the couple leave. 

The air in Paris was warm. They got into the Peugeot waiting for them and 
Danny started to drive. The distance from the airport to Paris was about 30 to 40 
minutes depending on the traffic. Danny was not so accustomed to driving on the 
right side of the road so he drove slowly, putting up with the occasional beep from 
local drivers. They finally arrived at Hotel du Louvre - a 5-storey Hotel, inspired by the 
original Napoleon III style with a distinctive pentagon shape and inner courtyard. It 
was perfectly located next to the Louvre. The metro station opposite allowed access 


to most sites of central Paris in under 30 minutes. 

Laura had never stayed in that hotel before. She was impressed with the friendliness and 
politeness of the staff. 

‘I love Paris.’ Danny told Laura. ‘Tomorrow we are going to spend the whole day exploring 
what this beautiful city has to offer.’ 

‘That would be nice, Danny.’ 

After they had freshened up, Laura and Danny went downstairs in the hotel dining room for 
a late supper. The meal was delicious but they were both too excited by each other to eat. When the 
waiter asked, ‘would you like some dessert?’ Danny quickly said, ‘yes,’ as he looked at Laura. 

They came back to his room. Laura sat on the bed and started to flick through a tourists 
guide picking out the places worth visiting during their stay in Paris. A few minutes later Danny 
came out of the shower and sat next to her wearing just a night gown and underpants. Although, like 
Laura, this was his first time in Paris he had already done his research and had memorised a list of 
useful places to visit. He stared at Laura as if he was seeing her for the first time. She was 
exceptional—her slender arms bare and white, gleamed like satin in the questionable lighting of the 
room. Her face was bright and captivating and Danny could not take his eyes off her. Her beautiful 
blue eyes were alight with excitement, her full lips red and delightful, like some form of forbidden 
fruit ripe for the plucking. Her black hair was sleek and stylish. She was exquisite, any man’s 
dream. He could see why he was pulled towards her the very first time he had set eyes on her. Her 
very presence in the room gave off energy, innocence, and a hint of uniqueness, with all the power 
of an intoxicating drug. Out of all the girls Danny had dated, Laura was something special. She was 
like the one gleaming apple in a barrel full of rotten mush. His heart beat faster as her sexy eyes met 
his. Laura smiled timidly at him. She was the sweetest thing to ever touch his lips. But above all she 
was unspoiled and she intended to stay that way until she was married. “Old fashioned maybe,” 
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Danny thought, but Danny more than anyone was happy to respect her wishes. 

Laura could not understand why Danny was studying her face as if she was a work of art at 
a gallery. She felt warmth flood over her entire body at Danny’s thoughtful blue eyes sweeping over 
her face and body. There was something predatory in his gaze, as if he was a wolf contemplating 
whether or not to swallow her whole. For some reason, it made her tingle from head to foot, as if 
someone was blowing a soft breath over her. She usually would have looked away, embarrassed, 
but it was Danny, the man of her dreams. The man she fell in love with the very first time she had 
set eyes on him. The man she hoped to one day marry and live happily ever after. She could see in 
Danny’s eyes that he wanted her, and she had to admit that she liked it. Her heart beat faster as she 
admired his well-muscled arms, broad shoulders and strong hands. Absolutely gorgeous, she 
thought, and he is mine. She told herself. 

They both realised they had been staring at each other and decided to look away. 

‘Found anything interesting in this guide?’ Danny asked. 

‘Hmm...! Yeah...” Laura looked sharply up to him wondering if he had noticed the blush 
over her cheeks. 

Laura gave him a bashful smile, and felt a hot spike of elation as he smiled back. Pretending 
to be looking through the guide again she wondered if he was planning to seduce her like all the 
other men she had briefly dated who had nothing but sex on their mind. Although Laura was not a 
staunch Roman Catholic, she strongly believed that sex should only occur after marriage and within 
it. Although this was not the first time she had been alone in a hotel room with Danny still the 
power of his gaze had made her feel a bit nervous. She took another peek at Danny and he could 
sense some uneasiness coming from Laura. He could not understand why as they had been together 
alone before, albeit not in a hotel room, and he certainly had no intention of doing anything that 
Laura would not approve of. 

‘Shall we make a list of the places we want to visit?’ Danny suggested. 

“Yes let’s do that.’ 

Danny started to mention a few places and Laura busily jotted them down on a piece of 
paper. For a terrible moment, Laura wondered if she had blown it. He must think she was boring, 
refusing to follow the trend. Luckily, she was able to breathe a sigh of relief when Danny suddenly 
said to her something quite unexpected. 

“You know what I love about you, Laura?’ 

‘Nah.’ 

“You are so different.’ 

‘Oh! How?’ 

“With any other girl in your place we’d already have had sex by now.’ 

‘Isn’t that what you want?’ 

‘Sure I do. But I also know you want to reserve the best until after you are married.’ 

‘Don’t you think that is old fashioned?’ 

‘This is what makes you special.’ 

Laura could not restrain herself. She threw her arms around Danny and they kissed each 
other passionately. There was a ray of moonlight flowing through the window, making soft 
shadows on the ceiling. They watched their shadows moving above their heads. The wave of the 
curtains made their shadows dance, in a soft swaying motion. The shadows came slowly together 
until they became one, yet she remained pure. 

The next morning, Danny said, ‘we have two days here. We have a lot to see.’ 

After they had breakfast downstairs in the dining room, they went out to 
explore the city. They took the tube and went to visit the Louvre. As they were 
passing from room to room, they were fascinated by the mysterious smile and 


cutting-edge illusionism of the Mona Lisa or "La Joconde" as they called it in France. 
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They admired the ambiguity of the subject’s expression, which had frequently been 
described as enigmatic. They could not take their eyes off the subtle modelling of 
forms and the atmospheric illusionism, which were novel qualities that had 
contributed to the continuing fascination and study of the work. 

They stood in front of Venus de Milo and got a passing visitor to take a picture of 
them. Danny had tickets for a matinée at Moulin Rouge. He did not want to be late, 
so they made their way there. When they arrived, the doorkeeper led them inside to 
the foyer and up to a small bar where they waited for another half an hour. Laura was 
happy and excited to be there. The usher escorted them to their seats a few rows back 
from the stage, which pleased them. The tables were quite close together but once 
everyone had sat down, they did not seem so crowded. The show itself was amazing! 
Great costumes, catchy music and the dancers were great. Danny and Laura had a 
bottle of champagne to share, it was a wonderful show and they did not want it to 
end. 

Danny looked at Laura’s beautiful blue eyes and said, ‘Now we are going to sin.’ 

‘Ooh!’ 

‘No,’ Danny laughed. ‘I had something else in mind.’ 

Danny was a wonderful guide, and he used his vast knowledge of Paris to give 
Laura a memorable experience. He took Laura to "Brasserie Wepler" in Place Clichy, 
which was a ten-minute walk from Moulin Rouge, for their incomparable seafood 
dishes. They sat opposite each other on a table for two. Laura ordered Normandy 
Oysters for her starter whilst Danny chose Beer-braised rabbit pie served with rocket 
drizzled in walnut oil. For the main dish, they both had Pan-fried Rump steak, 
Béarnaise Sauce and Homemade Chips. For dessert, Laura chose Oeufs a la Neige 
(Floating Islands) whilst Danny selected Ice cream and Sorbet. 

After their leisurely meal, they spent the afternoon at Mal Maison and spent hours 
wandering around the Place des Vosges at the end of Notre Dame, the oldest section 
of Paris, built by Louis XIII. He showed her places that were off the beaten track of the 
tourists, the Place Maubert with its colourful street market and the Quai de la Mégisserie with its 
cages of brightly hued birds and squeaky animals. He took her through the Marché de Buci and they 
listened to the din of the hawkers, pitching the merits of their bins of fresh tomatoes, their seaweed- 
bedded oysters, their neatly labelled cheeses. 

Danny turned to Laura and said, ‘would you like to go on a night cruise on the Seine?’ 

‘Td love to.’ 

It was a perfect night, with a bright full moon and a soft summer breeze. The stars were 
shining. “They are shining down on us,” Laura thought. They looked so happy. Laura and Danny 
boarded one of the cruise ships, and from the ship’s loudspeaker, came the soft strains of the River 
Seine - a Romantic French Classic by Pierre Fellere & His Orchestra. 

They were enjoying the ride which begun at the Eiffel Tower. They particularly loved the 
sites and hearing about the various bridges, statues and buildings. Suddenly in the distance, they 
saw a falling star. 

‘Quick! Make a wish,’ Danny told Laura. 

Laura closed her eyes and was silent for a moment. 

‘Did you make a wish?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

“What did you wish for?’ 
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Laura looked up at Danny tightened her face and in a serious voice said, 'I can’t tell you 
that, or it won’t come true.’ 

Danny leaned back and smiled at Laura. 

Laura said, ‘this is just perfect you know.’ 

‘It can always be this way, Laura.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

Danny looked straight into Laura’s eyes and said, ‘we could get married.’ 

There it was, finally the cat was out of the bag. Danny had fallen for Laura since the first 
day he saw her, and wanted to make a commitment to her. She was after all his first true love and 
where better to propose than romantic Paris? 

Laura could not believe her ears. 

‘Did you just mention marriage?’ she said aloud. 

‘Don’t you want to?’ 

‘T do,’ Laura said quickly, ‘but...’ 

‘There is no but. Tomorrow, I’ll take you to Montmartre, home to the Basilica of the Sacré 
Coeur...’ 
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Laura had discussed her career with Danny before and he had indicated that she would have 
to give it up if they ever get married, something that she was not happy to do. 

‘I can’t go with you, Danny,’ a sad Laura said. 

‘What?’ Danny raised his voice. 

Laura took a deep breath. ‘I’ve got to go back.’ 

It was as if someone had landed a heavy blow on his stomach. ‘Why? I love you Laura. I...’ 

‘And I love you too, but, I have a career. I just don’t want to give it up and become a kept 
woman.’ 

‘Laura, I don’t want anyone but you. Can’t you see, I want you just for myself?’ 

‘Tam yours,’ Laura said tightly. “But I have a career that I happen to love as well, Danny. I 
must go back before my manager fires me.’ 

‘Wait, let’s talk about this please. Let’s go to your room and...’ 

‘No. I think I need some time by myself.’ 

‘I don’t want this to cause a rift between us.’ 

They were silent the rest of their way back to their hotel. When they reached the lobby, 
Danny said, ‘why don’t I come up to your room? We can talk about this and...’ 

‘No Danny. I would rather you did not.’ 

Danny stood there and watched Laura get into the lift, and disappear. 

When Laura reached her suite, the telephone was ringing. Thinking it was Danny, she 
hurried to pick it up. 

‘Danny...’ 

‘No, it’s me, your mother. I’ve been trying to reach you all day,’ said Maria Stonebridge. 

Laura managed to hide her disappointment. “Is anything wrong mother?’ 

‘No. I’m just worried about you. When will you be coming back? You haven’t forgotten we 
are showing the new collection tomorrow?’ 

‘T’ll be there mum,’ Laura said. Slowly she replaced the receiver. 

She sat at the edge of the bed, staring at the telephone, willing it to ring. One hour later, it 
was still silent. “I’ve made a mistake,” Laura thought feeling miserable. “Maybe I was too harsh on 
him. He must really be thinking I have no understanding of his feelings. If only I had waited...if 
only I had gone to Montmartre with him...if...if...” She tried to visualise her life without Danny. 
She felt a tear running down her left cheek. She so much wanted to be close to Danny. She had been 
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dreaming of waking up and making breakfast for him. 
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Laura lay down on the bed, fully dressed, staring at the phone on the bedside table. She felt 
emotionally exhausted. 

In his suite, Danny was pacing up and down like a mad man. He was furious with himself. 
He could not bear the thought of losing her. Not having her as a shoulder to cry on. Not being able 
to hold her in his arms. “Damn my luck!” he reproached himself. His mother had warned him that 
he would never find someone better than Laura. He had believed it too. Now he was about to lose 
her. “Damn it! Why do women have to be so complicated?” he asked himself. He loved Laura. 
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Laura was awakened by the ringing of the telephone. She sat up at the edge of the bed, 
groggy, and looked at the clock on her bedside table. It was four o’clock in the morning. Sleepily, 
Laura picked up the phone thinking it was her mother calling her again. 

‘Mother?’ 

It was Danny’s voice. ‘How about we get married and you can still keep your career?’ 

After a pause Laura replied, ‘let me think about it.’ 

‘Take all the time you need. Just make sure it’s a yes,’ Danny said nervously. 

As Laura had to be in Blackpool to model a new line of underwear her mother had got ready 
for her, they were at the airport by 9.00 A.M. that morning. The plane took off on time. After 
breakfast was served, Laura was feeling tired. She rested her head on Danny’s shoulder and slept 
throughout the remainder of the journey. 

Her time in Paris with Danny had been everything Laura had imagined it would be, even better 
than their trips to Vienna and Rome. When she got home she never wanted to go back to those days 
where Danny was not part of it. Desiré was her best and trusted friend and she enjoyed her 
company, but when she was with Danny, she felt he was the missing piece in her otherwise happy 
life style. She could not understand why she could not have a husband and still maintain a 
modelling career. She had talked about this issue with her mother before and Laura was aware her 
mother gave up her career as a model when she got married. 

Laura truly loved modelling and loved the glamour associated with it. She liked the attention 
she got from those around her, and she got lots of it. Most of all, she liked earning her own money 
and being able to buy whatever she needed and whenever she wanted it. Shopping was a hobby for 
her, especially buying shoes and she had over one hundred pairs in her wardrobe and was forever 
buying more. 
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Two days later, Desiré’s boyfriend, Peter Emery, picked her and Laura up from their flat to 
drive them to a restaurant for lunch. He wanted to show off his new car, a Silver BMW convertible 
3 series. It was beginning to rain, and they ran out of the flat when he had sounded the horn, closed 
the door and rushed to get inside the car. 

‘Laura is in love!’ Desiré could not wait to broadcast the news to Peter as she planted a kiss 
on his left cheek. 

Laura sitting in the backseat behind Desiré leaned forward and pushed her head, gently. 

‘This is cause for celebration!’ a jubilant Peter shouted. ‘Who is the lucky guy?’ 

‘Someone,’ Laura did not particularly want to share any details. 

‘His name is Danny. He was at the restaurant the other day. You know the dishy guy I said 
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hello to?’ Desiré volunteered. 

‘Oh that guy who looked like he could do with a haircut?’ Peter joked. 

“You’re not jealous, are you? Given that you are running a bit thin on top,’ Laura hit back 
with a slight grin on her face. 

‘It’s love.’ Desiré laughed. 

‘What’s that?’ Peter teased. 

‘Shut up, both of you,’ Laura retorted trying to sound stern. 

Just as they had arrived at Garcon café the rain had stopped. They got out of the car and 
went straight in and took a seat near the window. They ordered steak and chips, drank a nice bottle 
of red Shiraz and talked for hours. 

‘Has he proposed to you yet, Laura?’ Peter asked in his usual curious voice. 

The colour on Laura’s face suddenly changed to a pinkish-red. She thought for a moment 
and then nodded. 

‘He has!’ a surprised Desiré exclaimed. “You kept that to yourself?’ Noticing that Laura was 
not looking very happy, she asked, ‘is there a problem?’ 

Laura kept quiet. She did not want to talk about it. Peter poured some more wine into her 
glass. She took a sip, thought for a bit and then revealed that Danny would prefer it if she gave up 
her modelling career and became a fulltime housewife. A view Laura’s mother approved of, but 
since Laura valued her financial freedom, was not willing for such a drastic change in her life. 

‘Lucky you,’ Desiré spouted. ‘I’d like to be a kept woman when I get married.’ 

‘No such luck my darling,’ said Peter with a smile on his face. Addressing Laura he added, 
‘there is nothing wrong with a man wanting you to give up work is there? I’m assuming he has a 
good income?’ 

‘He’s a surgeon,’ said a proud Laura. 

“Wow. Grab him quick my dear!’ Peter advised. 

Laura felt the wine was getting to her. Noticing her head was spinning slightly she asked to 
be taken home. 
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Later on that evening Laura met with Danny and they had a quiet dinner together. She 
believed herself to be in love with him. He ticked all the boxes and as he was apparently no longer 
against her continuing with her career, she agreed to make a life with him and within weeks, they 
were married. Danny liked tradition. The very next day he had driven down to Laura’s parents and 
asked her father for his permission — which he granted without reservation. Danny had made quite 
an impression on both parents during his visits. 

Six months after they had first met, they married in Saint Simon Catholic church. Planning 
the wedding was a joint affair. They sat down together and talked about it. Laura and Danny wanted 
a wedding that actually meant something to them and a ceremony that all their family and friends 
would feel a part of. They wanted something memorable to look back on in later years. They sought 
something a bit different, a little creative, a wedding at which to have fun, yet be layered and 
meaningful. They spent hours deciding on the guest list. They had talked about getting married on 
the beach in Mauritius, but finally they had decided the wedding venue was to be in Danny’s 
parents back garden. Danny’s parents - whom Laura had met when she and Danny had driven to 
Ashford for a weekend — had offered to put their house and huge garden at their disposal. As for 
Laura’s mother, she had thought that her daughter was rushing into marriage but still thought they 
were right for each other. 

Laura was very impressed the first time she had spent the night at the Wilsons. 
The bedroom was elegantly furnished. It contained a king-size continental leather bed 


with a freestanding wardrobe and dresser. Resting on a side cabinet, a TV shaped like 
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a globe. A patio door leading to a balcony was dressed with cream velvet curtain 
lined with maroon borders, swags and tails. It offered wonderful views of a lake 
separated from the house by a botanical garden. The ceiling was unusually high and 
looked like a reputable artist had painted it. Suspended from the centre of the ceiling 
there was a fan. Danny had taken Laura for a tour of the house. As they walked 
around in the courtyard, Laura’s eyes took in the splendid sights of Danny’s parents’ 
house. It was a spacious home of a Georgian architectural style; quite opulent and 
exquisite in every aspect of its design. The seven acres of land surrounding the 
building were impeccably clean and tidy. Two gardeners kept the garden well 
maintained. As they walked around, Laura could see one man clearing some of the 
leaves around the main fountain fronting the house, and another carrying a shovel 
who was walking around one of the several flowerbeds surrounding the fountain. As 
Danny and Laura passed the side of the house, Laura noticed a tennis court, an 
enormous pool paved in blue and gold mosaic, and several other fountains along with 
bronze statues, which were located in a number of places on the grounds. The huge 
back garden with its sweeping lawns separated the house from a lake. On the East 
side of the house, a chauffeur was polishing the roof of a black Bentley Azure. 


ok 2K 


It was the 8th August 1992 and the big day had arrived. The sun was shining 
and the guests had started to arrive. Danny’s parents began to welcome them to their 
botanic garden and offered them refreshments. At 3.00 P.M. exactly, they had 
gathered the guests in the garden setting and rehearsed what all family and guests 
were to say, "We, your family and friends, now pronounce you married." 

At 3.15 P.M. Laura and Danny arrived in a wooden canoe across the lake to the 
oohs and aahs of the waiting guests. They walked up the lake embankment to the 
awaiting guests. 


Danny’s father Alistair Wilson introduced himself at the bride. Laura then introduced her 
family. Her father William Stonebridge then introduced Danny who then introduced his family. 

‘Friends,’ William said. ‘We are here today to celebrate the marriage and the 
intertwining of the destinies of my daughter Laura and my future son-in-law Danny. 
Through being ruthlessly and wonderfully themselves, they have fallen in love and 
chosen to get married, to begin the journey and ride the waves of life together. Six 
months ago, Laura and Danny met at a boat show at Battersea. I believe they were 
instantly attracted to each other. It didn’t take them a long time to make informal 
promises and agreements. Today is the day they have chosen to acknowledge and 
celebrate their union in this private garden amongst those they love.’ 

Laura’s father then passed the microphone to Danny’s dad Alistair. He stood up, turned in 
the direction of his son and said, ‘Son, many years ago I stood next to your mum right here and 
made a commitment to her and everything has worked out fine for us and I have no reason to 
believe it will not be the same for you. Turning to Laura he added, ‘I see the pride you take in my 
son and the love and respect you have for him and I know he also has strong feelings for you. Part 
of the reason my son has chosen you is because of all that you have given to him. I wish you both 
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all the happiness you deserve.’ 

Danny’s mum Jennifer Wilson then stood up and said, ‘Laura, on behalf of our family, we 
welcome you and support your marriage.’ 

Finally, it was Laura’s mum’s turn. Mrs Maria Stonebridge grabbed the microphone turned 
to her only daughter and said, ‘My daughter, I wish you and Danny plenty of happiness and a long 
life together.’ 

The priest, Father David Bauer, started with the ceremony. 

‘Friends,’ he said in a solemn voice, ‘you have been invited to share this occasion because 
of your friendship and special relationship with Laura and Danny. I ask you now, if you support this 
union to give them your warm wishes.’ 

All the guests got on their feet and said, ‘WE DO!’ 

Father David Bauer then turned to Danny, ‘Do you, Danny Wilson, happily 
choose to embrace the adventure that is your future with Laura?’ 

“Yes.” 

“Will you, Danny, respect her, be understanding and support her as the partner of your life 
and undertake the promises of marriage?’ 

‘I certainly do,’ Danny replied. 

Turning to Laura the Priest said, ‘Laura Stonebridge, Do you happily choose to embrace the 
adventure that is your future with Danny?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

“Will you Laura respect him, be understanding and support him as the partner of your life 
and undertake the promises of marriage?’ 

‘T certainly and surely do,’ Laura replied. 

It was time for the couple to make their vows to each other. Father David Bauer asked Laura 
and Danny to hold hands. He then asked Danny to make his vows. 

Danny looked straight at Laura said, ‘My darling Laura, you have been my saviour, my 
friend, my lover, my partner, and today I embrace you as my wife. From this day, I choose to share 
with you all I have to offer, my affection, my loyalty and devotion; my dreams, hopes and thoughts; 
my possessions, resources and skills. I vow to be your loyal friend, your affectionate lover, your 
devoted partner.’ After a short pause he added, ‘Laura, it is a privilege for me to be your husband.’ 

Then it was Laura’s turn. 

‘From this day on I choose you, darling Danny, to be my life’s partner; to live, 
love and dance with you. To stand by your side and sleep in your arms; to laugh with 
you in the good times and to try my best with you in difficult times; to share with you 
all that I have and play with you as much as I can. I vow to dig the fertile earth of our 
marriage to feed, water, and nurture our relationship and feel joy in its growth.’ Laura 
paused for a moment and then added, “Danny, I want to grow old with you, hand in 
hand, wife and husband.’ 

“Who brings the rings?’ Father Bauer asked. 

‘Me,’ Douglas answered. He was the younger brother of Danny. He stretched out his hand 
and passed the rings to the priest. 

After blessing them, the priest gave one to Danny and the other to Laura. 

The Priest said, ‘I now pronounce you married.’ 

The band started to play. Hand in hand, the happy couple went round shaking hands with the 
guests. 

Laura’s mum was prone to sudden unexpected bouts of crying that came and went swiftly. 
She had gone to sit down. Resting her eyes, she reminisced on the good times she had had with her 
own husband. She remembered how happy they both were when Laura was born. Feeling another 
tear in the corner of her eyes she reached out to wipe it away. She knew she had to let go and it was 


hard. 

The band was playing ‘The first time I saw your face’ by Celine Dion as they got on the 
floor and danced for the first time as man and wife. After cutting a three-tier cake, built like a castle, 
they left their reception for their honeymoon on the island of Mauritius, where they made love 
every night and sometimes even in the morning. Two weeks later after they had returned to London 
to their three-bedroom bungalow it was time for both of them to resume their respective jobs. 
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When Danny Wilson arrived in his office on that Monday morning, there were tons of 
messages and emails waiting for his attention. He read the most important ones as quickly as he 
could after having checked the theatre list to see the operations he was down to perform on that day. 
Seeing that he had a few minutes, he made a few calls in response to some of the telephone 
messages he had listened to on his recording machine. Danny was the kind of man who did not like 
to keep people waiting too long for an answer. He hated procrastination. “Never leave for tomorrow 
what you can do today” was one of his guiding principles. Unfortunately, that very principle had on 
several occasions made him lose track of time causing him to turn up late at meetings or other 
engagements. Increasingly that sort of behaviour became irritating especially to his wife Laura. 

At twenty-five, he was already set to become an important figure in his field. His mother, 
though not very educated herself, had pushed both her sons Danny and Danny’s younger brother — 
Douglas — to read and to believe in their own abilities. Danny, the first son of Jennifer and Alistair 
Wilson, went from being a lazy student to receiving honours and he eventually attended medical 
school. Danny’s mother was raised in Scotland in a very large family. She dropped out of school in 
the fifth form. With not much hope or prospect in life, she married property developer Alistair 
Wilson, ten years her senior, when she was barely 18, believing that he would change her life. The 
couple moved to Ashford, England. As time went on, the marriage proved to be a success. Alistair 
was quite benevolent and showered his wife with gifts and attention. Jennifer was frugal with the 
family’s finance and always taught her sons not to live beyond their means and to avoid using credit 
cards. She also taught her sons that anything was possible. 2 
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CHAPTER 4 


The house phone rang and Laura interrupted her conversation with Desiré who had 
come to visit her and rushed to pick up the handset hanging on the wall, thinking it 
was Danny calling about the file he had inadvertently left behind. Her heart was 
pounding as she held the receiver to her ear. 

‘Hello...’ said Laura. She listened for a moment. ‘I see... yes I see... yes, yes I'll be there 
straight away.’ She replaced the receiver. 

‘What’s wrong?’ asked Desiré as she noticed the worried expression on Laura’s face. 

‘I need to go to Jonathan’s school right away,’ Laura replied briskly. 

It was the headmistress of Jonathan’s school calling. She wanted Laura to come and pick up 
her son. Laura wasted no time, got into her car and drove off without even closing the gate. Twenty 
minutes later she arrived at the school and made her way to the headmistress’ office. Sitting at her 
desk was Sister Francis looking stressed. Although she had just turned forty, she looked much 
older. Seven-year old Jonathan was sitting next to her looking quite apprehensive. 

When Laura walked in, the atmosphere in the room appeared tense. 

‘Hello, Sister Francis,’ Laura greeted the headmistress reverently. Jonathan was staring at the 
floor. ‘I understand there is a problem?’ Laura continued. 

‘Indeed there is,’ she handed an A3 sheet of paper to Laura. 

Laura stared at it. It was a sketch that resembled Sister Francis with no clothes on. Laura 
lifted her head to look in the direction of Jonathan. ‘What’s the meaning of this Jonathan?’ 

‘Sister Francis took it from me before I had the time to sketch on her frock and head scarf,’ a 
clever Jonathan said, swinging his legs back and forth. 

The headmistress said tightly, ‘I won’t have such behaviour in this school. This is just 
reprehensible. And when I reprimanded him this morning, he...he told me not to be a prude. That 
was just too much.’ 

Laura said tactfully, ‘I can only apologise on his behalf, Sister Francis. Iam sure he did not 
mean any harm by it.’ She looked over at Jonathan. He was still staring at the floor looking morose. 

‘T hope this kind of behaviour will not be repeated,’ the headmistress said firmly. 

‘So do I,’ Laura stood up. 

‘I have Jonathan’s school report for you.’ Sister Francis opened her filing cabinet, pulled out 
a booklet and handed it to Laura. 

‘Thank you,’ said Laura. 

While driving home, Jonathan did not say a word. 

‘I just do not know what I am going to do with you, Jonathan. Instead of making nude 
drawings, why don’t you put your time to better use?’ Laura asked. 

‘Sorry mum.’ 

When they arrived home, Laura opened the envelope containing the report Sister Francis 
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had given her. 

Whilst the grades were not worrying, the comments made by several teachers indicated that 
Jonathan had a tendency to get into fights. Looking at what was written on the report; Laura just did 
not know what she was going to do. ‘Go to your room Jonathan, and do not let me see your face for 
tonight!’ 

Jonathan took himself upstairs, threw himself on his bed and buried his head in his 
pillow. He was not aware that he had come into his mother’s life at a time when she 
was not ready to have a family and that if it was not for his father, his mother would 
have terminated her pregnancy. 

Growing up as a Wilson was by and large a nice experience for Jonathan, although he 
found his dad was more tolerant of his occasional childish behaviour and untidiness. He enjoyed 
going to school and performed well in all his subjects. He took a keen interest in playing the piano. 
Watching football was one of his favourite pastimes, but he never had an opportunity to play for his 
school team. When he had gone to try it out, the coach had looked at his two left feet and told him, 
“Sorry we can’t use you.” The remark was not made in an unkindly way; nevertheless it had the 
same effect as if it was. 

At school, during lunchtime, Jonathan was a good mixer but hated bullies. He was forever 
trying to step in whenever he saw someone being bullied. He was never frightened of taking on 
someone and even those who were bigger and stronger than him were scared of his macho 
tendencies. 

One morning he was on his way to the school cafeteria when he noticed Rocky picking on a 
boy from Iraq. 

‘Hey, orphan boy, when is your wicked step-mother going to send you back home?’ 

The boy ignored Rocky’s question and swerved round an electric telegraph pole to continue 
on his way. 

‘Hey you, I am talking to you!’ Rocky got in front of the boy. The latter was so frightened 
and did not know what to do. 

‘Please let me pass,’ he begged in vain. 

Jonathan noticed what was going on, he decided to step in and told Rocky to let the boy go. 
When Rocky refused, Jonathan leapt out at him. His fist went straight into Rocky’s stomach, which 
followed up with a crash on his face sending him to the ground, writhing in pain. 

‘Anytime you want more, just let me know. And next time pick on someone of your size!’ 
an angry Jonathan yelled. 

Jonathan hated any form of violence although he was never frightened to dish out a few 
punches whenever he felt that was the best course of action. He had had the misfortune of 
witnessing his mother and father arguing and he hated it. He always feared that they would one day 
separate and wondered how his life would change. Talking to the Iraqi boy he could not help admire 
him for facing life without his parents who were killed during the British-American invasion of 
Iraq. Jonathan did not want to grow up in a one-parent family. Some nights he would lie in his bed 
crying himself to sleep. He loved his parents very much although there were times when he felt 
unloved by his mother and did not understand why. 
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Weeks later Sister Francis called Laura again. Jonathan knew that his mother hated him 
getting into fights at school, so he did everything he could to avoid them, but he could not bear to 
have Rocky Fletcher or his friends picking on guys who were weaker than them. Rightly or wrongly 
he was determined to sort out the bullies. 

Now, as Jonathan waited in the Headmistress’s office for his mother to arrive, he thought, 


47 


when mum hears what I have done this time, she is going to take my play station away. He sat there 
miserably, his heart pounding. 

When Laura entered Sister Francis’s office, the headmistress was pacing the floor, looking 
grim. Jonathan sat in a chair across the room. 

‘Good afternoon, Mrs Wilson. Please take a seat.’ 

Laura glanced at Jonathan and took a seat. 

Sister Francis took out a dagger from her desk drawer. ‘One of the teachers took this from 
him.’ 

Laura turned round to look at Jonathan, furiously. ‘Why?’ she asked raising her voice. ‘Why 
did you bring this to school?’ 

Jonathan looked at his mother and said grimly, ‘I could not find my BB Gun.’ 

‘Jonathan!’ Laura shouted at him. 

Laura turned to the headmistress. ‘May I speak to you alone, Sister Francis?’ 

‘Certainly!’ She turned to Jonathan, her face looking very serious. ‘Wait outside in the 
corridor.’ 

Once Jonathan was out of the room, Laura began: ‘Sister Francis, you have a gang of 
bullies in your school going round intimidating other children particularly those from ethnic 
minorities. Jonathan hates bullies and feels if you are not going to do anything about it he has to 
act,’ she paused, trying to keep her cool. ‘This is a catholic school and as such you should love and 
protect every child regardless of their colour, race or creed.’ Laura closed her eyes for an instant 
and took a deep breath. ‘There is an Iraqi boy in this school. He is scared and Jonathan is 
determined to stand by him and anyone like him if no one else will. Jonathan is really a decent boy. 
I promise you he will stop acting like a vigilante.’ 

There was a long silence. “Well now Mrs Wilson,’ the headmistress spoke. ‘Have you ever 
considered becoming a lawyer? For, if I ever need someone to defend me, you would certainly be 
my first choice.’ 

Laura smiled. Sister Francis sighed. ‘Okay, do have a talk with your son. Tell him that he 
cannot take matters into his own hands. Next time I’Il have to —’ 

‘Don’t worry, I'll talk to him. Thank you Sister.’ 

As Laura walked out of the headmistress’s office, she saw Jonathan waiting on a bench in 
the corridor looking sullen. 

‘Let’s go,’ Laura said tersely. 

‘Did Sister Francis keep my dagger?’ 

Jonathan did not receive a reply. During the ride home, he said, ‘sorry for causing problems 
again mum.’ 

‘Is that the same sorry as last time, Jonathan? You are lucky they did not kick you out of 
school, but next time...’ 

‘Okay. No more daggers. I promise.’ 

Thirty minutes later they arrived home. Laura said, ‘I have an appointment with my 
hairdresser. I am already late. Tonight you and IJ are going to have a serious talk. 
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When the hairdresser had trimmed and blow-dried Laura’s hair, Sarah handed her a mirror 
so that she could check if everything was to her pleasing. 

“Why do you looked so unhappy, Laura? Don’t you like the way I have done your hair?’ 
asked Sarah. 

‘No, no the hair is fine. It?s my son. I just don’t know what to do about him. His 
headmistress called me again today. 

‘All kids of his age tend to be troublesome,’ said Sarah. 
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‘Hmmm!’ 

‘Only last week, the headmaster of my son’s school threatened to kick him out if he did not 
behave himself,’ Sarah revealed. 

‘This is what I am frightened will happen to my Jonathan.’ 
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When Laura returned home, Jonathan was sitting on his bed waiting. She sat on the edge of 
his bed and said, ‘we have to talk. These fights at school have to stop otherwise Sister Francis is 
going to throw you out.’ 

“Why doesn’t she throw those bullies out? They are the ones who are causing the problems.’ 

‘It is not up to you to solve the school’s problems. Your job is to study as hard as you 
possibly can so that you can achieve good grades and perhaps even get a scholarship to go to 
university. Sister Francis is giving you a break, but —’ 

‘Sister Francis is not a good Christian.’ 

‘Jonathan!’ Without thinking, she slapped him across the face. She instantly apologized. 
Jonathan stared at his mother. Biting his lips he got out of bed, ran into the toilet, and slammed the 
door behind him. 

The back door opened. It was Danny. He called out, ‘Laura — ’ 

‘Oh, thank God you are here. Jonathan has...’ 

“What’s happened?’ Danny interrupted. 

‘He has locked himself in the toilet.’ 

Danny moved closer to the toilet and shouted, ‘Jonathan!’ 

“Yes dad?’ 

‘Come out son, will you?’ 

After a few seconds the toilet door opened and a red-eye Jonathan walked to his dad and put 
his arms around his waist. They walked together into the study while Laura stood there, wondering 
how her husband would react. She decided to go into the kitchen to prepare the evening meal. Laura 
had never lost her cool to the point of striking Jonathan. She promised herself that she would never 
do it again as she had always spoken against parents who practice physical violence on their 
children, and she knew that Danny was totally against it as well. Laura’s father slapped her once 
when she was a teenager and she’d never really forgiven him for that. 

Over an hour later Danny and Jonathan walked into the dining room where Laura had served 
dinner. They ate and nothing much was said. Soon after, Jonathan said goodnight to his mum and 
dad then took himself to bed. Later on when Laura checked on Jonathan she saw his eyes tightly 
closed and his pale face stained with tears. Laura looked at him for a moment, then leaned over and 
gave him a kiss on the cheek. ‘I’m sorry Jonathan,’ she whispered. ‘Forgive me.’ 

That Friday night Laura had difficulty getting to sleep. Each time she tried to close her eyes 
visions of her father slapping her flooded her mind. She remembered vividly running to her room, 
throwing herself onto her bed and crying her heart out. She had sworn to herself that she would 
never do that to her own child and she was horrified to have done it. Eventually she managed to fall 
asleep. The next morning Danny had left very early to drive back to Harrogate leaving his wife in 
bed undisturbed. « 
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CHAPTER 5 


The phone rang several times before Laura picked up the receiver. 

‘Hello,’ she said sounding groggy. 

“Are you still asleep?’ the voice asked. 

‘Not anymore,’ Laura replied rubbing her eyes as she sat up and listened. 

It was Mrs Stonebridge — Laura’s mother — on the phone. ‘I rang your landline twice 
yesterday but got your answer machine instead. Why didn’t you call me? Don’t you listen to your 
recorded messages?’ she complained. 

‘There was no message from you mum. | think the machine is not functioning properly. 
Danny has promised me a new one, but you know what he is like...’ 

‘How is that son-in-law of mine?’ Mrs Stonebridge was curious to know. She had always 
had a soft spot for Danny. After all he was the one who negotiated a good deal for the apartment she 
was living in. 

‘Always working hard mum and some days I do not see him at all. When he does come it is 
very late at night. This morning he did not even have breakfast as he was in such a hurry to get to 
Harrogate,’ Laura revealed. 

‘Harrogate?’ 

‘Yes, some kind of conference I believe. I think the hospital will have to close down if he 
does not go to work,’ Laura said with a touch of sarcasm in her voice. 

‘Don’t be too hard on him. Everything he does, he does for you,’ Laura’s mum reminded her 
daughter. 

‘I know but...’ 

Before Laura could finish her sentence Mrs Stonebridge intervened, ‘you need to find 
yourself a hobby and go out a bit more. How about you accompany me to Selfridges today? I need 
to shop for a few things and perhaps along the way we can pop in at the phones shop and I'll get you 
another answer machine. I know they have a few good looking ones there and I believe they have a 
promotion on some of the models.’ 

‘Sounds good, mother! Be ready and I'll pick you up this afternoon, around 4.00 P.M..,’ 
Laura said. 

‘lll be waiting.’ The line went dead. 

Although Mrs Stonebridge was in her late fifties, she looked much younger and quite trendy 
in her own way. Whenever Laura and her mother were seen together, they were often mistaken 


for sisters. Since Laura’s mum had moved into that apartment, she had not stopped embellishing 
it as she valued her comfort. After her husband died in a car crash two years ago, she hated being 
alone so she had decided to take a part time job as a secretary for a legal firm, more for social than 
financial reasons. Her husband had left her quite a bit of money including a cosy cottage house in 
which they had lived happily for many years, but after he died the house became too big for her. 
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She needed to live somewhere where she wouldn’t have to worry about security, house maintenance 
and such. The apartment in which she was currently living was located in a newly built block of 
luxury flats with electronic surveillance cameras and gate keepers. Most of the owners were 
professionals, meaning she did not have to put up with noisy inconsiderate neighbours, drug addicts 
and the like which were common in some communal buildings nearby. However she missed her 
garden. When she was living in her cottage she had a generous portion of land, covered with lawn 
and flower beds and she spent quite a lot of her time potting. A pastime she had had to give up since 
moving into the apartment. 

Laura was Mrs Stonebridge’s only child. Her daughter was conceived after two 
miscarriages. She had always been very proud of her daughter and when Laura brought Danny 
home for the first time, Mrs Stonebridge was very pleased with her choice of man. She never 
wanted her daughter to rush into marriage though, but Laura was so much in love, that she could not 
wait to become Mrs. Wilson. Within a year of their meeting they got married. 
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Laura usually woke up in the morning to make breakfast for her family but feeling so fed up 
with everything she decided to stay in bed. Had her mother not rang she would have probably slept 
all day. Her eyes caught the clock hanging on the wall and she could not believe it was already 
10.00 A.M. With sheer will power she dragged herself out of bed and walked to her bedroom 
window. As she looked through, she saw the sky was cloudy with lots of grey patches and 
coincidentally spotted the rubbish collection lorry entering her street. She suddenly realised it was 
Wednesday and it was collection day. Nancy, her housekeeper, had taken a few days off. Laura had 
forgotten to put her rubbish bin out the previous night. She hurried downstairs, opened the kitchen 
door and dragged the wheelie bin and put it just outside her gate in the usual place just in time. 
Laura went back into the kitchen, pulled the door shut and made her way to the shower room. 

Still in her nightgown but feeling refreshed, she sat in the kitchen and whilst drinking a cup 
of coffee, Desiré rang wanting to know how things were. They had not met for a while so Desiré 
wanted to take Laura to a matinée believing that it would get her friend out of the house where she 
had glued herself lately. 

‘Sorry I can’t. I have already agreed to take my mum shopping this afternoon and she is 
waiting for me,’ Laura apologized. 

‘Oh, okay. Never mind we’ll make it another time,’ Desiré replied feeling somewhat 
disappointed as she did like the company of Laura and they got on well together. 

“How is Peter? Is he back yet?’ Laura enquired. 

‘No. He rang me last night to say he is closing the deal tomorrow then he would take the 
plane back.’ 

‘What about Danny, did you tell him about you know what?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘I see... So you are still determined to keep your rape a secret?’ 

‘It’s for the best.’ Laura replied. 

“You remember Mrs Frazier? You know the lady at the brothel, she asked me about you,’ 
Desiré said wanting to tempt Laura to inject some excitement in her life. 

‘Oh, yeah! You didn’t tell her anything did you? You know what I mean?’ 

‘As if I would! Of course not! Mum’s the word!’ 

‘Good. Please keep it that way. I see you still go there.’ Laura remarked. 

‘Well, it helps me keep my life together.’ 

‘And Peter does not know?’ Laura asked. 

‘Mrs Frazier runs a very discreet business,’ Desiré boasted. 

The clock cuckooed three times and Laura suddenly realised she had better 
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start to get ready if she was to be at her mum’s place by 4.00 P.M. She hated keeping 
her waiting. She said cheerio to Desiré and rushed upstairs, took off her jeans and 
hurriedly put on a dress and a top. She got in her car and switched on the ignition. 
The car refused to start. It looked like the battery was dead. 

‘Damn it,’ a frustrated Laura said. 

If she was to catch the 3.15 bus she knew she had to get going. She walked as 


fast as she could to the bus stop only to miss the bus by a few seconds. 

Trotting briskly through the rain, her hand bag slung over one shoulder and her umbrella in 
the other hand; she walked to the underground station in her high heels, the sides biting painfully 
into her skin. Once she was on the crowded train, she wished the car had not let her down, but 
remembered how she hated driving through London in the rush hour. After a couple of minutes the 
circle line train arrived at the tube station. The moment the door opened up she walked through the 
wet, dismal streets to her mum’s apartment located just five minutes away. 

Laura expected her mother to be ready and waiting. She bent forward, gave Mrs Stonebridge 
a kiss and said, ‘Mother why aren’t you ready yet?’ she raised her voice slightly. 

‘It is such a horrible day, I thought it would be better to leave the shopping for another day,’ 
Mrs Stonebridge replied. 

“You could have called my mobile and told me,’ Laura rebutted angrily. 

‘I did, but there was no signal. I also tried your home phone; although it rang no one picked 
it up. You must have already left.’ 

Laura was not amused. She did her best to control herself as she did not want to take her 
frustrations out on her mum. They sat down and chatted for a while over a cup of tea. Mrs 
Stonebridge loved cooking and she had prepared some cakes which she shared with her daughter. 

‘How is my grandson doing at school?’ Mrs Stonebridge asked. 

‘Jonathan has been kept in detention twice this week. His headmistress has asked to see me 
twice already,’ Laura revealed with irritation in her voice. 

‘Why didn’t you bring him with you too?’ 

‘He is on a day trip with his school mates.’ Laura announced. 

Mrs Stonebridge was quite fond of her grandson and she had a soft spot for him. She had on 
occasions criticised Laura for being too harsh with him and acting too impatiently towards him. On 
the other hand Laura felt that her mum spoilt her son too much and had a tendency of undermining 
the way she was bringing him up. 

‘Maybe you should let him come and spend a weekend with me, just to give you a break,’ 
Mrs Stonebridge suggested. 

‘Hmm...I have to check with Danny,’ said Laura. 

“You do that...by the way how things are between you and Danny?’ 

After a long pause Laura replied: ‘the same.’ 

‘Meaning?’ 

‘He is married to his work mum.’ 

Noticing a degree of dissatisfaction in Laura’s voice, Mrs Stonebridge replied, “Someone 
has to pay the bills and mortgage.’ 

‘T told him I want to return to work but he does not want me to.’ A tense Laura said feeling 
dryness in her throat. 

‘Did he say why?’ 

‘He does not like what I do.’ 

‘Do you think it is good for a young boy to see his mother almost naked on TV, newspapers 
and cover magazines?’ 

Although Mrs Stonebridge encouraged her daughter to become a model she never intended 
for her to continue with that career after marriage. After all she was herself a model and gave up 
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after she got married and had expected her daughter to do the same. 

‘This is what I am good at, mum.’ 

‘I am sure if you put your mind to it you will find something else that you can do equally 
well.’ 

‘Like what?’ 

‘Well you have a certificate in shorthand and you can type. I am sure you would make 
someone a good secretary.’ 

Laura did not respond. 

By now the rain had stopped and it was beginning to get dark. Laura felt her feet were 
killing her. She had a small bunion on her big toe which had been causing her a bit of a problem and 
the new shoes she had on added to the discomfort. She took a final bite at her mum’s delicious cake 
and finished off her tea, flung her hand bag over her shoulder and said goodbye to her. 

No sooner had she stepped out into the street, a car drove past, splashing cold water all over 
her legs and the hem of her dress. Staring down at the wet mess, her shoulders drooped and Laura 
marched home grimly. She did not want to blow her money on a cab ride. Instead she stopped at a 
corner store in her neighbourhood and bought herself a bottle of Shiraz. 
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A soon as she had arrived home, she dropped her raincoat and umbrella in the utility room, 
stripped off her clothes piece by piece, tossing them carelessly on the floor. Her main concern was 
to get the cold wet material off her skin. She took the bottle of wine and as she passed through the 
kitchen she uncorked it before picking up the remote control and turning on the CD player and then 
grabbed a wine glass. The soft music playing in the background had her dancing slightly as she 
unbuttoned her dress from top to bottom and threw it on the floor. 

Next to follow was her bra. Laura had no idea where her pants and black stockings landed, 
nor did she care. All she cared about was getting into that hot Jacuzzi and not feeling the 
frustrations of the past few weeks. She grabbed the bottle and made her way upstairs. 

The Jacuzzi filled up quickly. She turned the jets on and plunged herself inside the tub 
resting her back against a rubber pillow attached to the side. She felt better instantly. She poured 
herself a glass of wine, took a sip, and then sank slowly into the warm water. As the warm water 
and wine relaxed her, slowly the tension in her neck and shoulders eased. She drained her glass and 
poured herself another. Laura allowed her eyes to drift to a close. She was falling asleep 
and so didn't hear the back door, which she had forgotten to lock, open and close. 
Minutes later Laura was woken up by the sound of footsteps. She sat up and listened. 
Her heart began to beat faster. It appeared someone was coming up the stairs. She 
didn’t think it was wise to call out and she was too scared to get out of the tub. She 
sat there petrified, thinking what to do. 

‘Laura? You have been in there a while,’ a voice called through the bathroom door. 

Laura had heard that voice before and she could not prevent herself urinating in the tub. 

He moved his head into the bathroom and winked at her. I am making you dinner,’ he said 
and entered the bathroom. His sleeves were rolled up and he had a towel over one shoulder and a 
black silk nightgown over his arm. ‘Here,’ he said and left the gown on top of the laundry basket 
within easy reached. ‘Will you be done in ten minutes?’ he asked. 

When Laura noticed it was Antonio, the stranger who had come in before and raped her, she was 
speechless. She felt her mouth was dry and her body was in a state of paralysis. She could not 
believe that that beast was back in her house and was cooking for her! She tried to shout but 
nothing came out of her mouth. She could feel herself urinating in the bath. 


Antonio could see he was not going to get a response from Laura. ‘I take your silence as a 
yes,’ he said. ‘Dinner will be ready by then,’ he added. As he turned round to leave the bathroom, 
Laura could not help noticing his broad shoulders and muscular arms. 

Laura looked at the silk nightgown and cringed. She had only worn it once previously, just 
before she had given birth to Jonathan, and it had stayed in her wardrobe ever since. She could not 
believe Antonio had gone through her clothes and picked that particular one for her to wear. The 
very thought of it made her body twinge with disgust, but she bit her lip and rushed out of the tub, 
frightened he might come back in. She dried herself, ignoring the silk gown; she wrapped herself 
with the bath towel, rushed into her bedroom and quickly dressed herself in a pair of jeans and a 
blouse. She snarled when she saw all her clothes, including her underwear were arranged neatly on 
her bed. She knew she’d stripped and left them lying every where. 

He really has the audacity of coming back here, she thought. She took the gun from 
the top of the ward robe, making sure it was loaded, she held it with both hands and 
started to march downstairs, intending to order him out of her house. Suddenly she 
stopped herself in her tracks. Unsure of how she stood in the eyes of the law if she should 
inadvertently shoot Antonio, she changed her mind, put the gun away and anxiously made her way 
downstairs. Her heart beat faster when she saw him in the kitchen. She didn’t know what to say. 
She wondered how wise she was when she had decided not to report the rape when it had occurred. 
Antonio, on the other hand acted like normal, as if they were good acquaintances. 

‘Here you are,’ he said as he saw her approaching the kitchen. “Dinner is ready.’ He led her 
to the dining room, pulled the chair out and asked her to sit down. He served her spaghetti 
bolognaise and poured her a rich red wine, and then he took a seat opposite her and served himself. 
He looked at her and said, ‘eat.’ 

Since Laura had been raped by Antonio two weeks previously she had been 
struggling to shake off her feelings of shame and guilt. How could God allow this to 
happen to me? She had asked herself. She was convinced that she was being 
punished for something wrong she must have done in the past. Although her body had 
healed, her thought process and inner core were invariably damaged. Having put the 
blame on herself, she had begun to hate herself. Following the rape episode she had 
initially drunk alcohol to numb herself. For a period of time she was terrified to be 
alone. When she was not resorting to alcohol to soothe the pain she ate more than she 
needed, causing her weight to fluctuate. 

The nightmare seemed to have come back to haunt her. Here she was sitting on 
the same table with her rapist, sharing a meal. This is crazy, she thought. What is the 
likelihood of the police believing me now, two weeks later? She asked herself. 

She decided to play a game of deception with her mind. 

To remove the horrible image of the rape from her consciousness and maintain 
a sense of self, she convinced herself that whatever happened took place with her 
consent and the person sitting at her table was not an enemy. After all he did not look 
like he was going to attack her. 

‘This smell delicious,' Laura said politely. ‘Who taught you how to cook?’ 

‘When I was young I used to watch my mum cook. She showed me how to make my 
favourite meals.’ 

‘How about your mother, is she a good cook?’ Antonio asked. 

Laura shook her head. ‘Unfortunately no, she was a model and later on started her own 
modelling agency,’ she said. 
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Antonio smiled slightly. “She must have been very beautiful. Now I know where you got 
your good looks from,’ he said. ‘Is the food okay?’ 

‘Delicious. Iam impressed.’ ‘I don’t get a chance to do it as often as I would like.’ 

“You are welcome to do it for me anytime,’ Laura replied. She quickly realised 
what she had said. ‘I mean...well...,’ she stuttered. She felt so foolish offering to 
allow Antonio to cook for her. ‘I’m sorry; please forget I said what I said. This wine 


must be going to my head,’ she blushed. / am getting too comfortable, she thought. This is 
quite bizarre! 

Antonio grinned and would not allow Laura to get away with it. ‘I’d be happy to cook for 
you anytime,’ he said and made an attempt to pour some more wine into Laura’s glass. 

She quickly covered her glass with her hand and said, ‘please no. I have had too much 
already.’ Looking straight at him she shook her head and said ‘you know, I don’t even know your 
last name?’ 

‘Bellucci... Antonio Bellucci.’ 

‘Nice name,’ Laura said, and then she looked down at her plate, twisted some spaghetti 
round her fork and took a bite. ‘What is your wife like?’ she asked, hoping to find out as much as 
she could about him. 

‘I’m not married. I haven’t found the right woman yet,’ he laughed. His gaze never leaving 
Laura’s face he added, ‘if only I could find someone like you...I would like you to ...’ 

Before Antonio could finish his sentence Laura interrupted him, ‘I’m married.’ 

“You make it sound like it is a sentence that you have to endure! This is the twenty first 
century. By the way where is he? If I had a wife like you I would never neglect her,’ he hit back. 

‘He is not neglecting me,’ Laura frowned. ‘He loves me and he will be here any minute. So 
you better get out of here before he arrives.’ 

‘No one is arriving Laura, least your husband. He is working and he is going to be late 
again,’ Antonio retorted. 

‘That’s not true. How do you know anyway? Laura raising her voice slightly, looking 
unsettled. 

Antonio glanced at the answer machine hanging on the wall and then grinned at Laura. 

“You haven’t?’ Laura looking really angry, and then added ‘you’ve really got a nerve, you 
know that? 


‘Stop making a big deal out of it. It’s not my fault if your husband neglects 
you. All I can say he is a fool...a big fool. A woman like you needs to be loved and 
taken care of. You know what I mean?’ 

‘He does take care of me.’ 


‘Does he? Does he really Laura?’ Antonio looked deep into her eyes. 

Laura’s stomach churned and her heart ached painfully at his statement that her husband was 
neglecting her. For a moment she hated Antonio for listening to private messages on her answer 
machine, but more so for saying what she had been feeling inside for a long time. She put down her 
fork, changing her position in an attempt to ease the discomfort. Part of her wanted to agree with 
him but she did not want to give him the satisfaction of knowing that he was right. How dare 
Antonio come into her house, invade her privacy and make such judgements on her marriage? Her 
husband had been very caring towards her over the years, she reminded herself. 

Antonio could see that he had upset Laura. He quickly tried to redeem the situation by 
changing the subject to something less emotionally charged. They managed to finish the meal and 
Laura was able to look at his face without cringing when he asked, ‘are you okay?’ 

“You know I am not.’ Laura said softly. I think you better go now please because I do not 
want my husband to see you when...err...when he comes home,’ Laura said in a begging tone as 
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she made a move to open the front door. 

‘Okay, if that is what you want.’ Antonio got on his feet and followed her. As they got to the 
door he added, ‘I’1l come to see you again soon.’ 

‘Go please.’ Laura insisted. 

He walked quietly out of the door. As Laura was about to close the door, Antonio 
unexpectedly turned round, put his left arm around her neck, pulled her towards him 
and kissed her. She instinctively kissed him back and then suddenly pushed him 
away. ‘No, no, I can’t do that! Please go!’ she begged lifting both her hands in the air 
in front of her. ‘My husband could be here any minute!’ Antonio was not the kind of 
man who would easily take no for an answer. What he wanted he usually took, and 
what he really wanted to do was to carry Laura upstairs and ravish her, but seeing the 
fear on her face he decided to do as she had asked, knowing that there was always 
another day. Antonio left. Laura closed the door after him and leaned her back 
against it. Her heart was racing, her body was trembling, and part of her wanted him 
to continue kissing her. She quickly pulled herself together, went into the kitchen and 
loaded the dishwasher with the plates and glasses. She felt a stitch in her stomach as 
she looked at the two sets of dishes. She realised that what she did was crazy. J 
should never have sat at the table and eaten with Antonio, she reproached herself. A 
little voice told her that, Antonio did not belong there. He had no business being 
there. He came uninvited and he should have been shown the door straight away. But 
it was like her mind was telling her one thing and her heart/or body was telling her 
something else. 

Walking into the bathroom she picked up the silk nightgown and put it back in the wardrobe 
and tidied her house. She could not believe she had just sat down and had dinner with a total 
stranger who had once violated her. What was she doing? As she looked around her house her eyes 
fell on her wedding picture hanging on the wall in the hallway and she knew if she continued to see 
Antonio she was heading down a path that would bring heartache to her family. She loved her 
husband, but was her life really that boring? She looked at herself in the mirror as she brushed her 
teeth. Momentarily she stopped and stared at her face and hated what was going through her mind. 
She grimaced as she rinsed out her mouth and shook her head feeling emotionally confused. She lay 
on her bed that night and considered her position. She was married to a successful surgeon who 
adored her to bits and would do anything for her. She loved him the minute she saw him and could 
not wait to become his wife. Till death do us part she had promised him on their wedding day. She 
had a son who needed a mother and a father. She had a beautiful house and a Mercedes in the 
garage. The only problems were that she felt sexually neglected and money was a bit tight, which 
her husband was working as hard as he could to resolve. 

So what was the next option? She could fall out of love with Danny and then 
she would be free to have an affair with Antonio. But that was not really a desirable 
option. Besides, would Antonio be able to do any better? He may well be able to provide 
the sexual satisfaction, but what would happen when he too started to work long hours to make ends 
meet? He certainly did not look like a millionaire albeit she knew very little about him. 

Laura rolled over onto her stomach and punched her pillow. Looking out of her window she 
saw the rain pouring down, occasionally hitting the window panes, and she thought about her life. 
She must not allow Antonio in her house ever again or in her life for that matter. She had phoned 
Desiré to find out her opinion and she had been told that Antonio spelt trouble. Laura could feel her 
head aching as she considered her options of spicing up her life. For a moment she thought of Mrs 
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Frazier, but quickly dismissed that option. 2 
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CHAPTER 6 


It was nearly midnight when Danny came home. He tip toed into the bedroom expecting his wife to 
be fast asleep, but was surprised to see her lying in bed, eyes wide open. ‘I’m sorry to be so late,’ he 
whispered. ‘How come you are not asleep?’ His eyes travelled over Laura’s face, he noticed the 
sadness, and what he thought might be the remnants of tears. Her skin, which usually had a 
translucent glow that he constantly wanted to touch and feel to see if she was made of porcelain, 
was pale, and almost chalky. 

‘What’s wrong Laura?’ he asked sharply. 

Laura forced herself to smile, her heart beating frantically as she worried that she would have to 
tell him about Antonio’s uninvited visit. 

‘Nothing. I just felt weepy,’ Laura answered. ‘How come you are home so late?’ she added. 

He dropped his briefcase to the floor and sat on the edge of the bed. “Well...we are a 
surgeon short and I have to do his job and mine.’ 

‘Ah! Ha! What’s new?’ Laura grinned. She really wanted to scream at him but she did not 
want to wake up Jonathan. She nervously got out of bed, smoothed her nightdress down and said, 
‘do you want me to fix you something?’ 

‘How about a stiff drink?’ Danny answered, as he made his way downstairs to the lounge 
picking up two sealed envelopes that were lying on the side table waiting for his attention. He sat 
himself on a sofa, opened the envelopes and saw the electric and gas bills. He chucked them on the 
coffee table and watched Laura walk to the drinks cabinet. 

Laura knew Danny enjoyed drinking Jack Daniels, so she poured a glass for him and, 
uncharacteristically, one for herself. 

‘Here,’ handing the glass to her husband. 

Danny was stunned to see Laura with a whisky glass in her hand. He watched her face, his 
intense eyes boring into hers in an effort to understand why she was acting so out of character. 

‘Since when do you drink whisky?’ Danny asked. 

‘Here’s to a new beginning, darling,’ Laura replied lifting her glass in the air in a mock 
salute. 

Feeling somewhat puzzled Danny felt compelled to ask, ‘Is your mother all right?’ 

Laura’s startled blue gaze was captured by his stern, unblinking one. ‘Yes. Thank you for 
asking. She loves the new apartment you found for her. She could not believe how affordable it is. 
I’m forever grateful to you for negotiating such a good deal for her. She loves the place,’ Laura said 
forcing herself to smile. 

“Good. I’m glad she likes it. Then what is wrong?’ he demanded. His arms were crossed 
over his chest and he was leaning forward, his eyes watching hers as she tried to evade his knowing 
eyes. 

‘Nothing I said,’ she lied and pulled her nightdress between her knees. “How could he see 
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that something was bothering me?” she asked herself. She’d looked in the mirror only moments 
after getting out of bed and nothing had seemed amiss with her appearance. 

Danny softened his tone; he moved his sofa towards hers and leaned forward slightly. 

‘Laura darling, if nothing is wrong with your mother and the house is good, then tell me 
why were you crying?’ Danny could be very persistent when he chose to. 

Laura’s heart twisted painfully. She looked back at him, then let her gaze wander away. He 
was so incredibly gorgeous with his black hair, thin moustache and elongated jaw. His nose was 
beautifully shaped and added to it his blue eyes that could slice a person to bits. 

Laura shook her head, already feeling guilty for not telling her husband about the rape and 
now she was even more determined to keep him from knowing that she had dinner with Antonio. 
Although she had never kept anything from her husband before, she believed it was best for both of 
them. Danny was not a man to mess with. Taking a deep breath, she got up from the sofa. She 
smiled weakly at Danny’s change of tone and mood. She wanted to throw her arms around his neck 
and cry out her pain on his chest, feel his muscular arms wrap around her and know that he would 
make everything okay. But she was also frightened that if she told Danny about having dinner 
with Antonio, a man who had raped her, it would anger him so much it could tear their marriage 
apart. 

She let out a sigh and repeated, ‘nothing is wrong. It’s just that...’ 

‘Just what?’ Danny interrupted her and sounded impatient, “come on let’s have it.’ 

“You have been coming home late almost every day. We hardly see each other and we never 
go out together anymore,’ Laura said softly. This quickly brought about a feeling of great relief to 
her for having got that one off her chest. 

‘Oh, not that again!’ a tired Danny replied. ‘I just don’t know what’s got into you lately?’ 

‘Nothing, that’s the problem,’ a desperate, love-hungry Laura uttered angrily and loudly, 
causing Jonathan to wake up. 

Danny got up from the sofa, shoved his hands through his hair and rubbed his neck. He 
turned around, looked at the two envelopes on the coffee table and said with anger in his voice. 

‘Do you have any idea how much it costs to run this house? Have you seen the utility bills 
lately? Look, I am going to bed...are you coming?’ 

Danny shook his head feeling so misunderstood and unappreciated that he did not even 
bother to wait for an answer and started to make his way upstairs. 

Jonathan came out of his room, stood on the landing and asked whilst rubbing his eyes. 

“Why are you two shouting?’ 

Laura looked up and saw Jonathan standing there looking apprehensive. 

‘Go back to bed darling,’ she said. 

As soon as Danny entered the bedroom he took off his clothes and without even bothering to 
put on his pyjamas, he jumped into bed. Within seconds, he had fallen asleep. 

A shocked Laura did not expect that kind of reaction from her husband. She sat there 
wondering what she had to do to make her husband listen to her. She had never drunk whisky in her 
life. That night she drained her glass, took another, then another and finally she fell asleep on the 
sofa. 
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The next morning Laura woke up late with a hangover. The house was empty. Danny had 
already gone to work and Jonathan to school. She had stumbled around, trying to get her mind off 
the strange dream she had. The dream involved Antonio and her at a beach resort. The 
beach was crowded and rocky, with some parts of it that looked like a jungle. She 
was walking on her own in a yellow bikini, hopping back and forth each time the 


waves caught her feet. In the next sequence she was sitting on a rock soaking in the 
sun and whilst watching people dive off the rocks Antonio emerging from nowhere 
came to sit by her side, and after staring at her for a moment, with a grin on his face 
he uttered. 

‘You’re fucking beautiful.’ 

‘Thank you. That’s very nice of you, but...’ Laura quickly lifted her left hand showing him 
her wedding ring. 

‘Really!’ Antonio frowned. 

‘Yeah,’ Laura nodded, wearing a defiant smile as she watched him drop his eyes looking 
disappointed. 

A few seconds later Antonio lifted his head and asked, looking curious. 

‘How old are you?’ 

‘Twenty-two, ’ 

‘Twenty-two, ’ he parroted. ‘Giving up already?’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘One man for the rest of your life? I don’t know!’ Antonio moved himself closer to her. 

In the final sequence of the dream, Laura shocked by Antonio’s remark shook her head in 
disbelief, gave him a dirty look, then walked away. But once she was a distance away from him, she 
turned her head to look at him and found he was still sitting there eyeing her. 

Freud and Jung would have had a field day with that dream. Both analysts might have 
required hours at the couch to tease out the subconscious fears and desires that had prompted such a 
dream. But what worried Laura about that dream was Antonio’s last remark which led her to 
murmur, “I’ve never thought of it that way — one man for the rest of my life?” 


Feeling confused, Laura shook her head questioning if she was right to have 
got married so quickly. For a brief moment visions of her sex life with her husband 
flooded her mind. “What are you thinking Laura? You are a married woman. 
Remember for better for worse. Pull yourself together.” Laura’s inner voice 
reprimanded her. 
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Her head began to ache. She hurried into the kitchen, opened the drawer, and took two 
Paracetamol with a cup of coffee hoping that would get rid of her splitting headache. She had never 
experienced such a headache before. The pounding started behind her eyes, and then cut to the back 
of her head in a wave of pain. She held her head with both hands as if to stop it from exploding, but 
had to remove them as the pain travelled down to her neck. 

The phone started to ring making things worse. She lifted it from its cradle just to kill the 
noise. 

‘Hello,’ Laura answered. 

‘So, how are you today?’ the voice at the other end of the line asked. 

Laura closed her eyes and tried to focus. As soon as her mind was back in gear, she asked, 
‘who is this? 

“Can’t you guess?’ the voice asked. 

‘Oh no,’ she gasped. ‘It can’t be. How did you get... um...we are not listed?’ 

‘It’s very easy. I told the operator a lie and she put me through.’ 

‘Oh, that was clever of you.’ 

Laura could not believe it was Antonio calling her. Part of her wanted to put the phone back 
on its cradle, but another part of her wanted to continue talking. After a moment of silence she 
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asked in a trembling voice, ‘what do you want Antonio?’ 

‘I just wanted to find out if you were still upset with me.’ 

Laura didn’t know how to answer him. Was she upset? After all everything he had said 
about her husband was true. 

‘Um...yes,’ she lied. 

Antonio knew she could not have been that upset otherwise she would have surely 
terminated the call. 

‘Look why don’t you come over and I will apologise to you in person again.’ 

‘Come over where?’ she squeaked. ‘No. Consider your apology accepted,’ she firmly added 
and she was about to hang up when Antonio said: ‘Look I live just a few corners away from you at 
156 Union Street near the golf course and I'll have a nice iced tea ready for you.’ 

‘No thanks,’ Laura replied instantly. 

‘Come over,’ he repeated in a deep gravelly voice. 

Laura hung up the phone and she was finally able to pull herself together without the desire 
to chop her head off. She sat there, still feeling confused. Suddenly on an impulse, she got dressed 
and went to the address Antonio gave her. She was surprised by how close it was to her own house. 
After negotiating a few steps she found herself facing a door with the number 156 written in gold 
plated letters. She knocked once and Antonio opened the door immediately. 

‘I knew you would come,’ said Antonio staring at Laura’s sexy eyes. 

As soon as she saw his face she had second thoughts and said, ‘I really can’t stay, I...’ and 
as she tried to turn back, Antonio pulled her into his arms and they kissed their way to his bed. 

A short while later, Antonio was sitting up with his back leaning against the headboard 
smoking a cigarette whilst Laura was lying face down next to him trying to regain her breath. 

‘White sheets are a bit much,’ she commented in-between breaths. 

‘They may well be, but they are very practical and they do not show the dirt and one can 
keep them for weeks and weeks...”’ 

‘Ugh... disgusting!’ Laura interrupted him shaking her head. 

‘...All fresh from the laundry,’ Antonio laughed, turning his face to glance at her. 

Their eyes met, ‘the laundry for sheets?’ Laura grinned...‘you must do very well as a 
builder,’ she continued. 

‘Who said I was a builder?’ Antonio frowned, watching the expression on 


Laura’s face. 
‘But I saw you...’ 
Before she could finish her sentence Antonio interrupted her saying, ‘I was just helping out.’ 
Laura rolled on her back, staring at the ceiling she asked Antonio, “what do you do then?’ 
‘Have a guess,” was the reply. 
She grabbed his right hand into hers and while playing with his fingers she answered in a 
resigned voice, ‘I don’t know.’ 
“Well why don’t we play a little game and you try to figure out what I do, okay?’ 
‘Okay,’ Laura glanced at him with a nice smile on her face. 
After a short pause, Laura began, ‘are you a doctor?’ 
‘No.’ 
‘An artist?’ 
‘Hmm...Nope.’ 
‘A writer?’ Feeling sure she got it. 
‘Uh...oh,’ Antonio shook his head side ways. 
Laura, feeling more and more intrigued, uttered, “An actor.’ 
‘Oh no,’ Antonio grinned. 
She moved her left-hand towards his face and tenderly stroked his chin with her fingers and whilst 
smiling at him she said, raising her eye brows, feeling sure she got the correct answer. 
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“You’re... a philosopher!’ 

‘Oh God, no.’ Antonio shook his head. 

Laura decided to give up and said flippantly, “you don’t do anything at all; you just walk 
around all day picking up strange ladies and turn them into...’ 

‘Into what?’ 

She leaned towards him and planted several kisses on his lips. 

‘Are you really single,’ Laura asked. 

‘Scouts honour. At what time did your husband get in last night?’ Antonio asked with a 
murky grin on his face. 

‘Could we please not talk about him,’ Laura asked Antonio. 

She jumped out of bed, wrapping the bed sheets around her and walked to the 
bathroom, which was only a short walk from the bedroom. As she got to it, she 
switched on the light and could not believe how beautiful and tidy it was. There was a 
long highly glossed vanity cabinet with a black granite worktop. Embedded in the 
worktop was a shiny white washbasin with hot and cold water. Just above it was a 
large gilded mirror with decorative lights on either ends. There were a variety of 
perfumes, hair and body sprays and creams on display on the cabinet worktop. Laura 
stood by the washbasin, looked at her face in the mirror, and could not believe what she had just 
done. As she glanced around, she couldn’t help noticing the rare paintings hanging on the wall, the 
gold coloured taps and other fittings. It even had a flat screen TV hanging over the bath. 

With the door still ajar, she washed her face, tilting her head slight back she ran her 
fingers into her golden hair as she went to sit on the bidet. From there she could see 
into part of the lounge. There were more fine paintings. A beautiful settee in creamy 
white leather and a chandelier with bohemian crystals suspended from the ceiling 
graced the room. She walked back to the washbasin and after drying her hands, she 
rubbed them with some hand cream made by Channel. 

‘You certainly have expensive taste,’ Laura remarked, 

“Yeah!” Antonio replied. 

She started to get dressed. Unknown to her, Antonio could see what she was up to, but 
pretending he didn’t know he asked: ‘what are you doing?’ 

‘Getting dressed,’ she replied continuing to zip up her skirt. 

‘Come back here,’ he ordered her in a gentle but firm tone of voice. 

She stood there and looked at him. He walked towards her and guided her back to his bed 
and she stayed with Antonio for over an hour making love again. Her headache had subsided. She 
lay there with the back of her head on his stomach and her arms folded across her chest and 
murmured, ‘I didn’t know I was like this.’ 

“Where did you meet your husband?’ Antonio asked. 

‘At a boat show, a long time ago.’ 

‘Tell me about it.’ 

‘It’s not important,’ Laura said as she turned round resting her arms over his stomach and 
looking straight into his eyes. 

Suddenly the phone rang. Antonio stayed unmoved determined to let it ring. 

‘Aren’t you going to answer it?’ a surprised Laura asked. 

‘No,’ Antonio answered shaking his head a couple of times. 

The phone continued to ring. 

‘It might be important,’ Laura told him. 

‘More important than us...?’ Antonio asked, lighting another cigarette. 
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‘No...,’ an intrigued Laura replied shaking her head as she stared into his eyes, then she 
leaned forward and planted a thank you kiss on his lips. She then abruptly adjusted herself, her arms 
resting on his chest and said, ‘you know there is something I do not understand. This place...the 
way it is furnished...the bathroom, paintings and everything, it’s too tidy, it’s just not you...’ 

The expression on Antonio’s face changed. 

‘That is very perceptive of you,’ a serious looking Antonio replied maintaining eye contact 
with Laura. 

‘Hmm...did you buy it furnished?’ 

Antonio remained silent. 

‘Don’t you ever give a straight answer?’ a frustrated Laura questioned. 

Moving his hand towards Laura’s face he cleared some hair blinding her eyes and said, ‘it 
adds a little mystique.’ 

‘Hmm...you know until today I didn’t know anything about you...I didn’t even know where 
you live,’ she continued to look into his eyes waiting for an answer. 

After a short pause, Antonio turned his head to his side to avoid eye contact with Laura and 
replied emphatically. 

“You still don’t.’ 

The penny suddenly dropped. A bemused Laura asked, ‘Where are we?’ her voice dropped 
and she added, ‘Whose place is this?’ 

‘T don’t know.’ 

“What do you mean you don’t know?’ Laura raised her voice slightly, shaking her head 
revealing her frustration. 

‘Some slick asshole? I needed a place so I got in.’ 

“You mean you broke in?’ Laura’s voice deepened. 

Looking straight at Laura, Antonio had enough of her questioning. 

‘Yeah, I broke in...I am a criminal...and now, you’re my partner in crime.’ 

Laura was flabbergasted. She straightened herself. The expression on her face had changed, 
and in an angry voice she asked, ‘you are joking, right?’ 

Antonio shook his head side ways, his eyes boring into hers. 

‘No joke,’ he replied 

Laura stared at him angrily for a moment, and then as she tried to pull herself off his bed, he 
put his arms around her. “Let me go,’ she screamed as she struggled to free herself from him and 
eventually managed to do so. ‘I’m getting the hell out of here!’ a furious Laura said as she started to 
put her clothes on. She had not even finished buttoning her blouse When she picked up her purse 
and rushed out of the flat. 

Whilst she was walking home, she suddenly remembered she had an appointment with Irene 
Rene, her hygienist. When she got home, she took a quick shower and drove to the dental surgery to 
meet with Miss Rene. 
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Meanwhile, back at the hospital, sitting in the staff canteen, Danny realised he had not been 
giving enough attention to his wife lately, but he didn’t want to admit it to her. He felt she ought to 
know that unless someone brought in the money, bills would not get paid. Nevertheless he felt 
awful raising his voice to her last night. “If only I could make her understand,” he thought. When he 
got up that morning he hated seeing his wife sleeping on the sofa. This was the first time she had 
ever behaved like that. He could not stop thinking of Laura and ached to make things better for her. 
He decided to ask a colleague to cover for him so that he could go home early. On his way home, he 
stopped at the florist and bought a bunch of red roses. 

When he got home he found Laura in the kitchen loading the dishwasher. He sneaked 
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behind her and surprised her. Laura jumped. 

“You gave me a fright!’ she said looking shocked. ‘You're early,’ she added. 

Danny pulled the bunch of roses from behind his back and handed it to his wife. Her face lit 
up, still holding the roses she flung her arms around her husband’s neck and gave him a kiss. She 
then looked into his eyes and said sweetly, ‘Thank you, they are beautiful.’ 

‘Not as beautiful as you,’ Danny responded softly as he wiped a tear running down Laura’s 
cheek. “Yes, yes I have been rather neglectful lately, haven’t I?’ Danny painfully admitted. His eyes 
narrowed and Laura watched in fascination as her husband cringed at how inconsiderate he had 
been. 

‘Let me put these flowers in water,’ Laura said. 

Danny watched his wife painstakingly arranged the roses in a vase. As she walked 
towards the dining room to put the roses on the table she heard her husband asking her a question. 

‘Are you okay to go out this evening? I mean if you don’t feel like it, we can always spend 
the evening in,’ he proposed in a soft voice. 

‘What about Jonathan?’ Laura enquired. 

“We could ask Jenny to child mind.’ 

‘Jenny?’ Laura parroted. 

‘Yes, Jenny Fairfield.’ 

‘I thought she’d gone to Uni.’ 

‘Not yet. You go and get ready and I will phone her.’ 

What Laura did not know is that in anticipation of her agreeing to go out, Danny had already 
checked the availability of Jenny. 

Laura and Danny started to get ready. Jenny arrived at the agreed time. Jonathan was in his 
room playing on his play station. Before leaving the house, Laura reminded Jenny to make sure 
Jonathan went to bed by 8.00 o’clock. 

Laura had put on her maroon evening chiffon dress with matching earrings and lipstick and 
a fleece creamy top. Her hair was pulled up and held with a head comb. Danny had forgotten how 
sexy and enviable his wife was. He moved towards her and held her in his arms and as he was about 
to kiss her, she instinctively pulled away. 

‘What’s up now?’ 

‘I just don’t want you to mess up my mascara,’ Laura objected gently. 

‘So what?’ Danny moaned, and he pulled her towards him and planted a little kiss on her 
lips. Looking into her deep blue eyes he said playfully, ‘On second thought let’s stay in.’ 

‘Later, Casanova,’ Laura said with a smile on her face. She held his hand as they walked to 
the car and drove to the Ritz. 

It was 7.30 P.M. when Mr and Mrs Wilson arrived at the Ritz, a splendid restaurant in 
central London with a front bordering the river Thames. They had been there a few times before 
they were married and Danny knew his wife liked the ambiance there. Danny had called the 
restaurant earlier that day and reserved a table. Indeed had he not done so they wouldn’t have been 
allowed in, as the restaurant was fully booked! A waiter walked them to a table on the veranda 
overlooking the river Thames giving a nice view of the Houses of Parliament and the London Eye. 
The waiter pulled the chair back inviting Laura to sit down. Once they were both seated, he offered 
each of them a menu and a wine list. 

‘Would you like a drink sir?’ the Waiter asked. 

Danny glanced at Laura and then said, 'Jack Daniels on the rocks for me and a Bacardi and 
coke for my wife please.’ 

As the waiter took himself away, Laura spotted a night cruiser sailing down the Thames. 
People were singing and being merry. Some were waving at on lookers. She could not help 
remember the time when she and Danny had sailed on one of them during one of their dates and 
that brought back very happy memories for her. Looking at the cruiser as it sailed slowly down the 
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Thames, she thought about her life and how it had changed. She witnessed a couple kissing and she 
could not remember when she and Danny had last kissed like that. Laura’s vision of the past was 
interrupted when the waiter returned with their drinks and placed them on the table. 

Laura reached out, grabbed her glass and took a sip of her drink. She was starving. Danny 
called the waiter and ordered two tomato & mozzarella cheese appetizers, Hungarian goulash, 
shrimp with avocado and a bottle of champagne. 

Looking at Danny, Laura remarked, ‘Champagne? Are we celebrating anything?’ 

“Yes, our new beginning,’ Danny winked. 

‘Ah! Ha!’ Laura grinned. 

They did not say much throughout their meal. Next to the dining area, there was a band 
playing and there were people on the floor dancing. 

‘Listen, the band is playing our song. It was one of the best from Celine Dion called “the 
first time I saw your face”. Shall we dance?’ Danny Wilson asked his wife. 

Laura appeared distant and she was not really interested, but she did not want to upset 
Danny. 

‘Okay let’s dance,’ Laura said as she stood up and walked to the dance floor. Danny 
watched her walk. Her sweet, gentle, sexy walk was enough to attract the attention of any onlooker. 

Danny followed her and with Laura’s arms around her husband’s neck they danced cheek to 
cheek, whilst he started to whisper sweet nothings into her ear. Danny could be quite romantic, 
especially when he had had a bit to drink. Laura began to feel the Danny she fell in love with. She 
could feel a tear running down her cheek. She quickly raised her hand and discretely wiped it off. 
She whirled slowly in his arms for a while and then rested her head on his left shoulder. She could 
feel his heart pulsating. Laura decided to make the best of the evening. It was an evening she had 
been waiting for, for a long time and she was not about to spoil it. They stayed on the floor, dance 
after dance, until they were exhausted. When they realised it was getting late, they left the 
restaurant. Danny felt neither one of them was in a fit state to drive, so they left their car in the 
parking lot and ordered a taxi to drive them home. 

All the way home Laura could not stop thinking what would happen if Danny ever found 
out what was going on between her and Antonio. She could feel that, in a perverse sort of way, she 
was developing feelings for Antonio. Sooner or later she would either have to tell Danny about it or 
he would find it out for himself. As she struggled to think of what exactly she would say if she ever 
decided to come clean with Danny, she tried to rehearse in her mind the words she would use, 
knowing that one way or another it would hurt him. She thought hard about putting a stop to the 
affair before it got more out of hand than already was, but that was easier said than done as she felt 
there was an empty space inside her that Antonio was filling and she did not want to lose it. 

Sticking to her wedding vows had always been her intention but sometimes things happen 
that as an individual we feel is beyond our control, or require extra control that we may not be 
willing or capable of taking. One thing was for sure, Laura would not blame Danny if after hearing 
the truth he decided to turn and walk away. 

Danny, noticing that Laura was very quiet asked ‘Are you all right, darling?’ 

‘Hmm! Hmm!’ She nodded wearing a light smile on her face. ‘Just tired that’s all.’ 

‘I think the drink has got to me too.’ Danny admitted. ‘But you did enjoy yourself, yes?’ 


Laura slipped her left arm around Danny’s right arm, grabbed his hand into hers and looking 
into his eyes she said softly meaning every word of it, ‘I did. It was a lovely evening. Thank you.’ 
BS 
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CHAPTER 7 


The next morning was frantic, as Laura had to meet with Jonathan’s headmistress who had a long 
list of concerns about her son. After spending over an hour, discussing possible solutions she 
managed to get to her mum’s flat at the agreed time and took her shopping to Selfridges. 

It was late afternoon when Laura felt a bit free and decided to put her feet up whilst enjoying a 
cup of tea. For a moment, her mind went straight to Antonio. For some weird reason she had 
expected him to ring and the fact that he had not, bothered her. Although she was not too happy 
cheating on her husband like that she was finding it increasingly difficult to maintain her self- 
control. She tried to deceive herself by saying that it was probably better he didn’t call. To distract 
herself she decided to take the dog for a walk round the block, perhaps along the way she could stop 
at Desiré’s for a chat as they had not seen each other recently. 

DeMilo was a cute little Yorkshire terrier with chocolate brown fur and streaks of white just 
on his mane. Laura put the lead around DeMilo’s neck, left the house through the back door and 
started their walk, picking up a few wolf whistles from workers repairing the drain on the road. As 
she led DeMilo into the park located next to the golf course, he broke loose and ran towards another 
dog, bigger than himself, barking his head off threatening to bite the German shepherd. Laura ran 
after DeMilo shouting for him to come back. She succeeded in picking him up in time to stop a 
bloody fight, as the German shepherd was ready to flex his muscles. As Laura lifted her little terrier 
up she heard a voice saying: ‘I’m sorry it’s my fault.” She turned round and she noticed it was 
Antonio in his jogging suit. ‘Is that your dog?’ she asked angrily staring at his piercing brown eyes. 
‘It’s my neighbour’s,’ he replied, ‘I’m doing her a favour. She is quite harmless really, the dog I 
mean.’ With a smile on his face his eyes stayed fixed on Laura’s. Laura’s anger had disappeared. 
For a moment she was speechless, but content to just look at him then continued on her way 
pretending she was not in a mood to converse. The real reason she did not want to stop and talk 
with Antonio was because she was still upset that he hadn’t called her as she had expected. 

Antonio guessed that Laura was not pleased with him and he purposely had not called her as 
he had wanted to see how she would react. Now he knew she must be hooked on him. 

‘Wait!’ Antonio shouted, as he jogged to her side. 

She glanced at him, giving him a filthy look, and then continued to walk on. 

‘Look I ran out of credit on my phone, but I was planning to call you later on,’ Antonio lied 
to her. A reasonable explanation Laura thought, but she felt it was important not to let Antonio 
think she was bothered. 

Antonio always jogged passing through this park and he had never seen Laura frequenting it 
apart from that day, which prompted him to ask, ‘What brought you to this park? I have never seen 
you here before?’ 

‘It’s a public park, isn’t it?’ She replied with a slight irritation in her voice. 

A strange response Antonio thought. He began to make small talk but Laura, feeling cross, 
swerved to get past him saying ‘How long have you been a criminal?’ and continued to walk on. 
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Antonio quickly grabbed her arms; standing behind her he pulled her against him and whispered in 
her ear, ‘how long have you been a bored housewife?’ 

Laura sighed. ‘You’re contemptible. What a waste of your life? What else are you capable 
of?’ She stood there rigidly, her back touching his chest, with a strange feeling of desire running 
through her body wondering what he was going to say next. 

Using his finger as a pointer Antonio said, ‘you see those trees over there?’ 

‘Yes,’ she gasped nodding her head. 

‘I want you to go up there, and wait for me.’ 

‘No. Why? There are people...’ 

Antonio did not answer. He jogged forward as fast as he could, leaving Laura on her own. 
Laura took a good look at the trees, pondered for a while and then made her way in that direction. 
By the time she got there, Antonio was already sitting on the grass behind a huge tree waiting for 
her. She tied her dog to a smaller tree nearby and took a seat next to him. With his left hand 


around the back of her neck, he pulled her into his arms and began kissing her... 

The dog sat there watching them with his mouth wide opened, tongue out and wagging his 
tail. 

Laura’s lips and body were on fire. She could not believe what was happening to her. 
Antonio pulled away, glanced at her, and without saying a word he then brought her even closer. 
Hugging her tightly he brushed his lips against her cheek, then her ear lobe. Laura felt a tremor 
travelling through her body. Antonio moved his lips to hers; once again kissing her deeply, 
passionately and slowly tilted her on her back. She gazed at him staying still as he began to 
unbutton her blouse and within seconds he had exposed her bosoms. Laura lay there, feeling 
helpless. He continued kissing and touching her everywhere and as he swiftly stroked the inside of 
her thigh she experienced a warm tingling sensation. She put her arms around his neck and brought 
his mouth to hers sliding her tongue alongside his and shared a moment of ecstasy. After a second 
he moved his hand closer to her womanhood and as his hand brushed against it, she twitched with 
excitement. He gently stroked it and watched her gasped. He wanted her just as badly as she wanted 
him. He could not wait any longer. He got on top of her and as he entered her she cried out, “yes, 
yes.’ She felt him thrusting into her with great force in rapid succession. Filled with excitement and 
pleasure she wrapped her legs around his back and let her hands rest lightly on his shoulders. As he 
got more and more excited his pressure and speed increased. Suddenly he cried out, and then lay 
still with his head buried between her bosoms feeling depleted. 

After a while Laura said, ‘I’ve got to go.’ She got up, straightened her blouse, and started to 
walk looking happy. 
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Laura left the park and went straight home only to find her husband had already returned 
from work and he had brought home a couple of friends, who were doctors as well. They were in 
the Billiard room drinking and playing. When her husband saw her entering the room he said, ‘here 
you are.” It was the first time Laura had met these two guys. After Danny had introduced them to 
her and they had shook hands, Laura asked if they would be staying for dinner. “Another time,” 
they both answered almost together. 

‘Please excuse me, I need to take a quick shower,’ Laura declared and turned round to leave 
the room. 

‘Stop,’ she heard her husband said. He lifted his right-hand and pulled out a little twig 
buried in her hair at the back of her head. Laura quickly explained that DeMilo had nearly had a 
fight with another dog in the park and it must have got there when she brushed her head against the 
branch of a tree while bending down to pick the dog up and without another word she left the room 
nervously. Her hand actually trembled as she reached out to grab the door handle so she moved her 
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body to hide it from view. Did Danny suspect anything? She wondered. The idea that he might 
have, mortified her. 

Danny did not believe Laura’s explanation about how the twig got into her 
hair, but why would she lie about it? He asked himself. Wanting to give his wife the 


benefit of the doubt, he quickly dismissed any ill thoughts. He showed his friends out of the door 
and went upstairs. Laura had already finished taking her shower and was putting on a silk robe. 
Adding to the allure, she hadn’t dried off properly before pulling the silk over her slender body. The 
result was that on several parts of her body the silk was plastered against her skin, giving a sexy 
image. His eyes roamed over her very feminine body. 

‘How was your day, Laura?’ Danny’s body was hardening as he looked at her. 

‘A bit hectic,’ she replied. ‘I had a long chat with Jonathan’s teacher. She showed me a long 
list of things that our son has been up to. I have grounded him for two days and don’t you dare bail 
him out. Then I took mother to Selfridges. The shop was crowded with people as there was a sale 
on. People were knocking each other up rushing around to grab the best items. The queue at the 
checkout was tiresome. The manager of Selfridges should really put on more staff on such 
occasions. By the time I dropped mother off and returned home I was exhausted... then DeMilo 
wanted me to walk him...’ 

‘So not a bad day at all then,’ Danny interrupted, wearing a smile. 

He watched her and the aching in his groin intensified. His eyes watched her hungrily. 

‘How was yours?’ Laura asked feeling more relaxed. 

‘Boring! I sat in a conference room and fell asleep listening to the speakers,’ he garbled. 
Danny had only had a couple of drinks and yet he was feeling hot under the collar. When he had 
entered the bedroom and saw the en-suite shower room door opened, he should have closed it 
giving Laura some privacy but he was too horny to be a gentleman. The warmth of the shower had 
made Laura’s cheeks a soft pink instead of the pretty pale colour they normally were. 

‘What would you like to eat?’ Laura asked. 

Food was the furthest thing from his mind. 

‘You,’ he mumbled and squinted at her. His body hard and aching, he walked towards the 
bed whilst undoing his tie, sat at the edge of it, unbutton the first three top buttons and pulled it off 
over his head revealing his hairy chest. As he was undoing his trousers, Laura came out of the 
shower room into the bedroom still waiting for a response to her question. 

‘Well?’ she said standing next to him and the expression on her face made it clear that she 
was expecting an answer. 

“Well what?’ Danny articulated, lifting his head to look at her. He couldn’t help noticing her 
nipples were already pointed and pressing hard against her silk robe. 

Her pretty blue eyes staring at his, she shook her head and repeated, ‘food...’ 

‘Come here you sexy beast,’ Danny said as he pulled her onto the bed. 

It was nearly midnight by the time they switched off their bedside light and went to sleep. 2 
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CHAPTER 8 


A couple of weeks had passed. Laura was beginning to see and feel the Danny she married had 
returned and she had had to wait a long time for it. He was less preoccupied with his work and was 
paying more attention to her than ever before. But there was a problem; her feelings for Antonio, be 
it more physical rather than emotional, had grown. She was torn between them and needed both of 
them in her life, in different ways, even though she knew that was breaking all the rules of a normal 
relationship. If she was not careful, she was likely to lose both of them. She knew she was acting 
like a fool and cursed herself for it. 

As soon as Danny had gone to work and Jonathan to school, she picked up the phone and 
called Desiré. 

‘Sorry, I am not able to take your call at this moment, but if you care to leave a message I 
will call you back as soon as possible. Thank you.’ The recording machine beeped inviting the 
caller to leave a message. 

‘This is Laura; please call me when you can.’ 

Just as Laura was about to put her receiver down she heard Desiré’s voice saying, ‘Hi, how 
are you?’ 

‘Well...I need some advice,’ Laura said, leaning awkwardly against the wall, right hand 
holding the receiver to her ear and left hand tucked in her left trousers pocket. 

‘Sure, what’s up?’ Desiré asked. 

“You remember when you had that fling with that guy...’ 

‘Sssh...’ Desiré wanted her to shut up, ‘we agreed not to talk about that anymore, you 
remember?’ Desiré firming her voice, reminded Laura 

‘No...’ Laura sighed, lifting her head slightly upwards. ‘We’re not talking about it now. 
I’ve a small situation here, and...’ she stopped momentarily, turned her head side ways checking 
that no one was behind her listening then continued, ‘I just need the benefit of your experience... so 
to speak.’ Laura said, shifting her weight on the right foot looking very uncomfortable. 

‘Are you falling for a younger guy?’ Desiré asked. She was not sure whether she was 
hearing and understanding correctly. Her lips were slightly apart wearing a grin on her face, waiting 
for Laura’s response. 

‘I don’t know... maybe,’ Laura said in her familiar weak voice which she tended to use 
whenever she was feeling down or uncertain about things. She was conscious that she did not know 
much about Antonio. 

Desiré began to realise that her friend was in trouble and being the good friend that she was, 
wanted to help, but before she could do so she felt she needed to know more. 

“You'll need to tell me a little bit more about this if you want me to give you advice. 

Laura puffed. She was finding it difficult to hold her head straight on her shoulders. She 
moved from where she was to the only door in the room and leaned her back against it as if to 
prevent anyone from opening it unexpectedly. For added certainty she bent her right foot and placed 
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it against the door as well. She raised her eyes to the ceiling hoping to read what she needed to say 
next and then with great courage she said, ‘it’s Antonio.’ 

‘Antonio?’ Desiré parroted. 

“Yes... he is the man who raped me.’ 

‘Oh my God!’ Desiré exclaimed, closing her eyes and her mouth half opened. Changing the 
tone of her voice she said, ‘you must be kidding me!’ 

Laura lifted her hand and with her head bent slightly down she pinched the bridge of her 
nose and replied, “No, I’m not kidding.’ Realizing what she had just said, a nervous Laura bit her 
lips, pulled her left arm across her chest and rested it under her right armpit. 

‘How did this happen?’ Desiré became more and more fascinated and curious. 

“Well...he came back. I found him in my kitchen cooking dinner. The smell was so 
delicious I couldn’t resist. We sat, ate and talked together. He was very civil but when he said 
something that upset me I asked him to go and he went quietly.’ 

‘And...’ 

‘The next day he called to apologise and asked me to come to his flat.’ 

‘Did you go?’ Desiré asked, already guessing what the answer would be. 

‘Yes,’ Laura replied in a very low voice. 

‘Don’t tell me he raped you again?’ Desiré surmised. 

‘No, it was consensual. Of course I hated him when he first took me like he did, but I’ve 
come to know him better and the attraction between us...is just...we just cannot be in the same 
room together without us wanting to make love to each other,’ Laura confessed... 

‘Okay, stop right there’ Desiré’s voice hardened. ‘You are about to create drama more than 
anything you’ve ever known in your life if you do not put a stop to this, right now.’ 

‘I know...you’re right...I just, er...I just can’t think straight right now. I don’t even know 
what’s happening to me.’ Laura sobbed. 

‘Laura you can do this. It’s just a small animal attraction. It’s not worth losing your son and 
husband over. Is it?’ 

‘No...No...No. Of course not! I guess I’m going through something crazy, I don’t know,’ a 
reflective Laura answered. ‘I better get going and start cooking Danny’s dinner; he is 
going to be home soon.’ Laura added, 

‘Yes you go and start dinner; I have something I need to do too.’ 

‘Thanks for listening to me and setting me straight. You’re always such a very good friend,’ 
Laura concluded feeling very grateful. 

‘Any time love,’ a cheating Desiré replied. 

‘Okay.’ 

‘T’ll talk to you soon.’ 

‘All right, bye.’ Laura cut off. 
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The person Desiré was entertaining at the time Laura had called was a client from Mrs 
Frazier’s brothel. He walked into the bedroom and saw Desiré clutching the phone receiver and 
holding it against her chest. As she noticed his presence she said in a deep voice. 

‘That’s was the most insane thing I have heard to date. 

‘Who was that?’ the man enquired. 

‘Laura - she is a good friend of mine and she is messing around with another man...a man 
who sometime ago came into her house and raped her.’ Desiré answered, looking flabbergasted. 

“Maybe she was just bored. Why don’t you bring her over here?’ the man cheekily said with 
a smile on his face. 

“You’re such a Good Samaritan, aren’t you?’ Desiré replied with a grimace on her face. 


‘T try to be,’ and the man came closer to Desiré. 

‘T’m not sure she can handle you,’ Desiré grinned. 

‘I’m not sure you can either,’ the man retorted throwing down the gauntlet. 

‘I definitely can,’ Desiré said boldly; ready to pick up the challenge. 

He moved even closer, holding Desiré’s hands in his own he looked straight into her starry 
eyes and said, “Let’s see.’ Their lips slowly came together and they began to touch each other... 
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After Laura had finished her conversation with Desiré, she went into the kitchen and 
started to cook. An hour later, Danny rang to say that he would be home by 7.30 P.M. 
She looked at the clock and noticed it was only 5.30 P.M. She decided to take a walk 
in the park hoping the fresh air would do her good but finished off in Antonio’s flat. 
She knocked and he rushed to open the door. He was not surprised to see her. He had 
been lying on the bed thinking of her. 

‘Hi, can I come in for a minute,’ she told him rubbing her hands together. 

‘Of course, do come in.’ Antonio opened the door wider and welcomed her in. As soon as 
she was inside the door, she watched Antonio close and check-lock it. She continued to rub her 
hands together. Looking at her, Antonio asked a nervous looking Laura, ‘do you want to come in? 
Sit down? ... Can I get you anything?’ 

‘No...I just want to talk to you for a sec.,’ she replied. 

‘Okay yeah,’ he tightened his lips. ‘I’m so sorry that I did not call you. I have been very 
busy...’ Antonio sounded really apologetic. 

“Yeah, that’s what I came to talk to you about.’ She looked at the floor and then looking at 
him she boldly added, ‘hmm...we have to stop seeing each other. Can you Antonio?’ She was really 
trying to compare feelings. 

He looked at her and nodded. 

‘We have to forget everything that has happened between us, she said in a soft voice. ‘I 
don’t blame you for anything, I don’t know what I was thinking, I am just as much to blame and it’s 
just really...really wrong.’ Laura felt relieved she’d managed to get that off her chest. She looked at 
Antonio’s face, watching his reaction and waited anxiously to hear his response. 

A sad looking Antonio said quietly, ‘I know. I never meant to put you in that kind of 
position. I promise if that's what you want I will leave you alone.’ Although that was not his 
intention at all, he merely said it and made it sound convincing. 

It surprised Laura that Antonio did not put up a fight. She looked at him with a sad grin on 
her face and with her hands clutched tightly together she murmured, ‘Okay, thank you.’ She did not 
think it was going to be that easy. Deep inside she did not really want it to be. She looked at him as 
if she was taking a final look and added softly, ‘I’m sorry Antonio...I just...we just...I guess we 
both...oh, I don’t know,’ she shook her head and lowered her eyes. Then leaning her head against 
the door, her eyes turned in his direction feeling rejected she said, ‘things happen sometimes you 
know... it’s not that big a deal.’ 

Maintaining a sad face, he stared at her and then glancing at the floor he spoke in a low 
voice, ‘I know...I guess not.’ Watching the expression on her face and zooming into her eyes, he 
could see that Laura was not getting the responses she wanted. 

Laura too could see he was not reacting in the manner she had expected and nothing was 
going to get him to respond differently. She shook her head as she lowered her eyes and said, 
‘okay...I guess I’d better go.’ Giving him a passing glance she turned towards the door to make her 
way out. As she put her hand on the door handle, Antonio moved closer to her and called her name. 
As soon as she heard him she turned rapidly and before she could say anything Antonio gently 
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leaned forward to give her a kiss. She looked at his lips and felt her own burning with desire; she 
could not control herself any longer. She flung her arms around his neck and they kissed each other 
passionately. Antonio, still kissing, walked her backward into his bedroom. 

An hour later she was lying there cuddled in his arms wearing nothing but a smile on her 
face and listening to the sound of his heart beat. 

Laura had never been unfaithful to her husband with anyone else before and the very 
thought that she was caught up in such a messy situation mortified her particularly as her husband 
Danny had begun to give her the attention she had craved for. What was she going to do? She could 
hear the words of Desiré’s: “stop right here”, ringing in her ears. /t’s easy for her to say, Laura 
thought. But Laura felt unable to stop herself acting so cheaply. Whilst she was revisiting her life 
she heard Antonio’s voice. 

‘How would you like to move to Italy with me?’ 

‘Move to Italy with you?’ a shocked Laura parroted. ‘Have you forgotten I have a husband 
and a son?’ She uttered, lifting her head to look at him. 

He nodded his head slightly. ‘Your husband does not care about you and you can of course 
bring your son with you to Italy. It is very nice there,’ Antonio told her. 

Laura’s face went as white as a sheet. ‘Don’t say that,’ she said raising her voice slightly. 
‘My husband loves me and I know it. He is the most caring man I have ever known. He...he is...’ 
Laura was stuck for words. Her face was red with anger and she was cross with herself for letting 
this man into her life. She got out of his bed and started to get dressed. 

A furious Antonio asked angrily, ‘if that is the case what are you doing here with me?’ 

‘I don’t know.’ Laura zipped her skirt breaking her nail in the process, then bent down to 
pick up her blouse from the floor and slipped it on. 

“You don’t know?’ Antonio shouted. ‘I guess it’s all a game with you, isn’t it? ...I bet 
you’ve done this kind of thing before, you little...’ 

Before Antonio could say anymore, Laura slapped his face saying, ‘don’t forget you were 
the one who came to me’ and she stormed out of the flat determined to take back control of her life 
leaving behind a very furious and bruised Antonio. She hurried home as she wanted to be 


there before her husband arrived. « 
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CHAPTER 9 


Danny had just arrived from work. He had barely set foot in the house when he heard the phone 
ringing. He knew it could not be from the hospital as they always called him on his mobile. Who 
could that be? He wondered. His home number was not listed so the call must at least be coming 
from someone he or his wife knew. As he was about to pick up the receiver he saw Nancy, the 
housekeeper, rushing towards the phone to answer the call. 

‘It’s okay Nancy I'll get it.’ 

Before Nancy came to work for the Wilsons, she was interviewed both by Laura and Danny 
and they had never regretted their decision to employ her. She was loyal and very reliable. Due to 
an ear infection at birth she had a slight hearing problem. Nancy picked up the receiver, listened to 
the caller and then covering the mouthpiece with her hand looked at Danny and asked, ‘Are you 
in, sir?’ 

‘Who is it?’ Danny whispered. 

‘He said his name is Elliot Cromwell.’ 

Danny took the receiver and said, ‘Hello Elliot, what’s been happening in the motor world?’ 
sounding quite jovial. 

‘As you'd probably already guessed I am calling to talk about the car you’ ve ordered.’ 

‘Oh! Don’t tell me you can’t deliver it on the agreed date?’ Danny was anxious to know the 
answer. 

‘Oh, no, no, no, sir.’ Elliot sounded quite reassuring. ‘Actually the reason I was calling was 
to tell you that the car is ready and I just wanted you to confirm the time you'd like it delivered.’ 

‘Well...let’s see now, all my guests should be here by 5.30 P.M., so what if we say 6.30 
P.M. sharp?’ 

‘6.30 P.M. it is, Dr Wilson.’ 

‘Let’s hope it does not rain,’ Danny said. 

‘T hope so too Dr Wilson. Good bye.’ 

‘Nancy, where is my wife? 

‘In her bedroom, Dr Wilson.’ 

Danny made his way upstairs and as he entered the bedroom he saw Laura sitting in front of 
the dresser styling her hair. Laura noticed his reflection in the mirror and turned immediately to 
look at him. 

‘Good, you’re here,’ she said, with a sigh of relief. 

‘Didn’t you expect me to be?’ 

‘No,’ she said frankly, with a huge smile on her face. 

‘Remind me, how many for dinner?’ 

‘Oh! Just the guests...maximum fifteen.’ 

Danny leaned forward and gave her a kiss on the lips. 

‘Where is Jonathan?’ 
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‘In his room I guess, most likely playing games on his computer. He is spending too much 
of his time playing if you ask me, and not enough studying.’ 

‘He is only seven.’ 

‘Okay side with him as usual.’ 

‘All right, ll have a chat with him.’ 

As Danny was making his way out of the bedroom to see Jonathan, Laura said, ‘thank you.’ 

‘For what?’ 

‘For being here...early,’ said Laura. 

‘I’ve not been that late, that often.” Danny complained. ‘Still ’'ve not neglected you, you 
know what I mean?’ 

“‘Haven’t you?’ 

‘What do you mean by that?’ Danny felt he was being got at. 

‘That I love you, Danny. And I miss your touch.’ 

Danny came to sit near his wife. ‘Darling I do adore you...I’ve missed you for days.’ 

“Days, we never see each other in the day and most of the time not in the night either.’ 

Danny sighed. ‘Night I admit is a more significant loss.” He put his hands on Laura’s 
shoulder and gently massaged around her neck. ‘Tonight I’ll make it up to you.’ 

Laura listened and she could feel there was warmth between them. Perhaps he is so caught 
up in his work he doesn’t realise we are not spending enough time together, she thought. She 
desperately wanted her marriage to work and she was glad she had broken off her fling with 
Antonio. 

‘Oh, I met your friend Desiré? She said something very interesting.’ 

“Where and what did she say?’ 

‘She mentioned something about...having to fake it with her husband.’ 

She relaxed, but only a little. 

‘A little odd for her to be discussing something like that with you isn't it?’ said Laura 
managing to recover and hoping Danny hadn't noticed anything amiss. 

‘No, no, no. I don’t think she was talking about her and her husband.’ 

“Who then?’ 

After a brief pause Danny asked, “we don’t have a problem in this department do we?’ 

‘Of course not.’ 

‘Good. I look forward to tonight.’ Danny left the bedroom, convinced Laura was definitely 
lying. 

Laura was worried. ‘If Desiré has blown the whistle on me I’1 kill her,’ an infuriated Laura 
thought. 
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At 5.30 P.M. sharp all the guests were seated at the table in the dining room. Danny was 
sitting on one end of the table and Laura on the opposite side. There were fourteen places all 
together. Laura’s mother, Mary Stonebridge was sitting next to Danny on his right whilst Danny’s 
parents were sitting near Laura, one on either side of her. Everyone was eating, chatting and 
enjoying their wine. Danny had hired a butler with two assistants for the day. They were celebrating 
their 7th wedding anniversary. 

Danny’s father, Alistair Wilson was fascinated seeing Danny and Mrs Stonebridge talking 
and laughing with each other. He turned to Laura and said, ‘your husband and your mother seem to 
be having a great little talk!’ 

‘Yes I can see they are. Do you think we can guess what it’s about?’ 

‘Could it possibly be about...?’ 

‘Work,’ Laura had interrupted Alistair and completed his answer. 
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Suddenly, much to Laura’s surprise, Antonio dressed in a black suit walked in, carrying a 
thick brown envelope in his hand. Laura’s face became as white as a sheet. What is he doing here? 
She asked herself. How dare he come here to make trouble? She was petrified. Antonio looked 
around and then walked straight towards Danny and handed the envelope to him. 

‘Oh! My dear man, how good of you!’ Danny took the envelope from him and handed it to 
Nancy. ‘Put this in my study please.’ Then he turned to Antonio and said, “now let’s see, do you 
know my wife?’ 

‘No, I’ve not had the pleasure Dr Wilson,’ Antonio replied. 

Danny got up from his seat. “Come, come I’ll introduce you to her.’ As he was walking 
towards his wife, he said aloud, “Darling, this is Antonio Bellucci; he does a very important job at 
the hospital. Take care of him would you please. He has already eaten.’ 

Laura pretended she had never met Antonio, and raised her left hand in the air signalling to 
him. ‘Err...come over here Mr Bellucci.’ Then turning to Nancy she said, ‘get a chair, will you 
please.’ 

Antonio moved closer to Laura. The latter introduced him to Alistair and to her mother in 
law, Jennifer. 

‘Sit down here next to me Mr Bellucci.’ Laura pointed to the chair and Antonio took a seat. 

Desiré was sitting a few seats away from her friend Laura. She could not help admiring 
Antonio and could not wait to make his acquaintance and get to know him better as she found him 
quite appealing. 

‘What the hell are you doing here?’ Laura asked Antonio through gritted teeth ensuring that 
no one could hear her, and then added aloud, ‘Would you like some champagne Mr Bellucci?’ 

‘Thanks,’ Antonio replied aloud wearing a grin on his face. Then he whispered without 
moving his lips, ‘J needed to see you.’ 

Covering her mouth, she whispered to Antonio, ‘You brought down an envelope for my 
husband?’ 

‘Yes,’ he whispered back, again without moving his lips. 

Laura could not help wonder what was in the envelope. She thought that it could be 
compromising pictures that Antonio had taken of them together or perhaps a video tape of them 
making love. Whatever it was, it did not look like she was going to get an answer from Antonio. 

‘But, I don’t want to see you. Can’t you get that into your head?’ Laura whispered. Then she 
added aloud, ‘Would you like to eat something?’ 

‘No,’ he said aloud, whispering ‘to both questions.’ 

They continued to chat and Laura pretended to be the perfect host when in fact she wished 
she could throw him out. Danny could see Laura and Antonio chatting away, and whilst he could 
not make out what they were saying, he assumed that his wife was doing her best to be a good host. 

Turning to Mrs Stonebridge he said, ‘your daughter is really good at putting people at their 
ease.’ 

“Yes Danny, she is an extra-amazing woman.’ 

‘Do you think so? I’ve never thought of her as extra-amazing, just perfect...but I 
suppose...to be perfect is extra-amazing, isn’t it?’ 

‘Yes.’ Mrs Stonebridge concurred. 
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Whilst everyone was preoccupied in one way or another, Nancy approached Danny and 
whispered into his ear causing him to stand up straight away. 

‘Listen everybody, please; I would like you all to come outside, as I’ve got something to 
show you.’ Danny then walked over to Laura and said in a very low voice, ‘darling your 
anniversary present has arrived and I want everyone to see it.’ 
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‘Anniversary present?’ Laura echoed aloud, pretending she did not expect one. 

Danny and Laura walked hand in hand to the front garden and the guests followed. As Laura 
looked in the driveway, she could not believe her eyes. There it was, Tom Byron standing next to a 
Mercedes SL550 and ready to hand her the keys. Laura took a good look at it, as if she was seeing 
the car for the first time. 

‘It’s the most beautiful car in the world,’ she exclaimed and gave a passing look to Danny. 
She walked towards it. Tom handed her the keys and opened the driver’s door to let her get inside. 

Danny could clearly see the delight on Laura’s face. ‘Hey why don’t you take it for a spin,’ 
he told her. 

‘A spin?’ asked Laura, unsure what her husband meant. 

‘It means a drive,’ Danny quickly clarified. 

Danny signed the delivery receipt and handed it over to Tom Byron. Before getting in the 
passenger seat, Danny asked for the guests’ forgiveness. 

‘It’s our seventh wedding anniversary, today. We’ll be back in a few minutes.’ 

Antonio Bellucci was envious. He wished he had been the one to impress Laura with such 
an expensive present. He knew he could never take care of the woman he had fallen in love with in 
the way Danny appeared to be doing. “Now I understand why she turned down my offer of running 
away with me to Italy,” he murmured to himself. “But when we made love it felt like she loved me 
too. It must have been love. Okay, it was animal sex, but it was passionate sex. Each time we made 
love we felt good together. We did, we really did...we are...” 

Antonio suddenly felt someone touching his shoulder bringing him out of his reverie. ‘Hey, 
I’m Desiré. Whilst Laura is not here I’ll look after you.’ 

‘Hmm! Excuse me, I’ve got to go. Thank you for the offer.’ Antonio left. 

Whilst Laura was driving her new car she could not concentrate properly. She could not stop 
thinking about what could be in that brown envelope that Antonio gave to her husband. Jf it is what 
I think it might contain, then perhaps I should tell my husband first about my secret affair with 
Antonio before he finds out another way. Laura thought seriously. If Laura was looking for a good 
time to come clean with her husband it was now. What an anniversary day this was turning out to 
be, she thought. 

‘Hey watch out!’ Danny shouted. 

Laura instinctively slammed on the break, swerved quickly to avoid a dog that was in the 
middle of the road attempting to cross. The car abruptly came to a stand still. 

‘T didn’t see it, I really didn’t.’ she was hysterical. 

‘It’s okay darling. No harm done.’ 

‘But I should have seen it,’ Laura continued to blame herself. 

“One thing's for sure, this car has terrific breaks,’ Danny grinned, in an attempt to trivialise a 
scary situation, which could have brought about a fatal outcome. 

Laura looked at Danny and gave a crying-laugh. She leaned forward and wrapped her arms 
around Danny and said, ‘I love you.’ 

She put both her hands back on the steering wheel and said to Danny, “Let’s go home now 
darling.’ 

“Would you like me to drive?’ Danny asked. 

‘I think you better.’ A shaken Laura changed seats with her husband. 

Danny turned the car round and as he was driving back he observed that his wife was deep 
in thought. The incident has really frightened her, he thought. 

‘Darling, forget about it. As far as I am concerned, it is something that never happened. It 
was not your fault. It was the dog’s fault. No correction, it was the owner’s fault and whoever they 
are, they should be prosecuted for letting the animal roam the street like that... Why? Why on earth 
do people have animals and then do not bother to take care of them? If you have a young child, you 
would not let them out unsupervised? Surely the same applies here?’ Danny ranted aloud. 


Little did Danny know that Laura was not at all brooding over the accident that had nearly 
happened! 

‘Thank you,’ said Laura. 

‘For what?’ 

‘For not trying to make me feel guilty...for not trying to make me feel bad as a 
driver...for...for just being a nice husband, who you clearly are...now get us home safely please,’ 
said Laura. 


38 28 2k 


As Laura stepped through the front door of her house with Danny, Desiré rushed to her and 
asked, ‘How is the car?’ 

‘I love it,’ Laura replied with a fake smile on her face. Turning to her husband she 
whispered, ‘Oh! Darling I’m a little tired. After the incident with the car, I don’t feel too good. 
Maybe if I go to bed I will be able to sleep it off.’ 

‘What about of guests?’ Danny whispered back. 

‘We can send them away. No, on second thoughts...’ she whispered without moving her lips. 
She turned round and addressing the guests she said aloud, ‘Listen everybody, I must abandon you 
all I’m afraid. My husband will look after you.’ She put one hand round Danny’s neck, pulled him 
towards her and planted a kiss on his lips. ‘Thank you for the anniversary present dear,’ she told 
him quietly. Gazing at the onlookers she said aloud, ‘Good night every one,’ and made her way 
upstairs. 

‘Good evening.’ The entire guests responded almost in harmony. 

Danny stood at the bottom of the stairs, as he watched his wife going up without him, he felt 
deserted. He turned round to look at his guests. 

‘It is getting rather late, please forgive me, I’m expecting a rather tiring day at the hospital 
tomorrow. But do carry on, my father and mother will look after you. If you should need anything 
just ask Mrs Fuller, my faithful and trusted housekeeper. Good evening.’ He then made his way 
upstairs. 

Laura had gone straight into Danny’s study located on the landing three doors away from 
her bedroom and saw the brown envelope, which Antonio gave to her husband, lying on the desk. 
She rushed to the desk, grabbed the envelope and noticed it was heavy. She moved it around in her 
hands trying to feel what could be inside it. As she was doing so she heard footsteps. She suspected 
it could be Danny; she quickly put the envelope back on the desk, rushed to her bedroom, lay 
herself down on the bed and closed her eyes. 

A few seconds later Danny appeared at the bedroom door. As he was about to open it he 
heard Jonathan calling him. 

“Yes, what’s up son?’ 

‘Dad, would you come and tuck me in bed please?’ 

‘Of course I will.’ 

As Danny was tucking Jonathan in, he said, ‘Dad...’ 

“Yes son.’ 

‘Is mum all right?’ 

“Yes my son. She has a slight headache, nothing serious.’ He finished tucking in his son, 
gave him a kiss and said, ‘Good night son.’ 

As he was turning the light off he said, ‘Jonathan, I want you to take your studies seriously.’ 

‘I do dad.’ 

‘I’m sure you do, but maybe you should spend less time playing with your computer 
games.’ 

‘But dad...’ 
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‘There is no but, just do as I say please.’ Danny sounded firm but kind. 

‘Yes dad,’ an unhappy Jonathan replied. 

As Danny switched off the light Jonathan said, ‘Good night dad.’ This time his voice 
sounded normal. 

‘Goodnight.’ Danny closed Jonathan’s bedroom door and walked to his study. 

As he got to his study, he went and sat behind his desk. He grabbed the phone to make a 
call. As he lifted the receiver, the cuckoo clock hanging on the wall chirped twelve times then 
stopped. Danny put the receiver back on its cradle. “He is probably asleep anyway,” he mumbled to 
himself. 

He noticed the brown envelope, which Antonio brought him. He picked it up, and without 
opening it, he placed it in his safe, and then went to his bedroom. 


38 ok 3k 


Laura had got herself in bed properly and she was lying on her side with her back towards the 
place where Danny slept. Danny undressed himself and as it was a fairly hot night he got into bed 
wearing only his underpants. Since Laura was occupying more than half of the bed, he squeezed 
himself underneath the bed sheets doing his utmost not to disturb his wife. He turned his body 
towards Laura, placed his right arm around her chest, and cuddled up to her. Laura was wearing his 
favourite nightdress — a beautiful black silk nightie that he had bought her for her first wedding 
anniversary. Danny could feel Laura’s erect nipples pressing against the nightie. He immediately 
felt excited. The feel of Danny’s erection pressed against her buttocks woke Laura up. She had only 
pretended to be asleep still worried about the content of that brown envelope. Laura turned on her 
back and her eyes fluttered open. 

‘Hey, gorgeous,’ Danny said, planting a gentle kiss on her lips. 

‘Danny, I’m tired.’ 

‘I’m sorry for waking you up; okay I'll go to sleep.’ 

But he didn’t. He planted several kisses over her neck, chest and shoulders. Flames licked 
her skin with each touch. He then kissed her breasts, moving slowly down to her rib cage, belly and 
hips. The warmth from his burning lips penetrated through her nightie and reached her skin giving 
Laura a pleasant feeling, which overrode her apparent tiredness and her desire to be left to sleep. 
She turned towards her husband and snaked her arms around him. 

Knowing that he had aroused his wife, Danny freed himself from his pants and pressed 
between her legs teasing her open with his manhood. Laura grew warm and moist against his 
erection. The shared body warmth coupled with the heat in the room forced Laura to remove her 
nightdress. 

Danny pulled Laura on her back and skimmed his lips along her bare breasts down to her 
toes. Laura was turned on. She rolled Danny onto his back and copied his moves. She then stroked 
his abdomen, letting her fingertips wander slowly to his manhood. As she caressed it, she could feel 
it getting harder. She gave it a little lick, then a gentle kiss, and then lay on top of him to engage in a 
passionate kiss. Danny could not control himself. He knew his wife was a good lover and was 
capable of being passionate but what was happening that night topped them all. He would have 
been quite happy to just lie there and let his wife take control. Goose bumps pebbled his arms. His 
hand brushing between her thighs, he stroked her pussy. Gently at first, then more vigorously and 
watched her moan. 

Laura clung to his shoulders and buried her face in his neck. Surrounded by his heated flesh, 
she gave herself over to the tide of emotion and ecstasy. Danny rolled her over, got on top of her, as 
the head of his manhood touch her moist opening it needed only a gentle push and he was in 
another world. A world he had not visited for a while and had nearly forgotten existed. If he ever 
needed a good reason to come home early this was it. She pushed her pelvis up to meet his forward 


thrusts. His mouth engulfed one breast, sucking at the nipple in-between playful bites. A few rapid 
movements, their bodies shook together. Laura squeezed her eyes shut, tensing her body to hold on 
to the pleasure coursing through her. Danny gasped as he pulled her as close as he could. Then it 
was over. His body came to rest on top of hers. He kissed her forehead. Laura opened her eyes and 
looked at him, noting the smile of satisfaction on his face. ‘Mmm. Can’t a woman sleep around 
here? Waking me up at twelve midnight and ravishing me.’ 
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The way Danny had made love to Laura was testament enough of his undying affection for 
her, but she was still worried about the contents of the brown envelope. No sooner had Danny left 
for work she could not wait another second to go into his study. She recalled when she was holding 
that envelope in her hand the night before; she felt it contained A4 sheets of possibly a document of 
some sort and a rectangular block about the size of an audio tape. “At least it was not a video tape,” 
she thought as she had previously feared and gave a big sigh. “The chances of Antonio using a 
smaller tape to make a video recording were remote,” she figured, but she did not totally reject the 
possibility. The revelation that Antonio was an employee in the same hospital as her husband came 
as a real shock to her and bothered her. She suddenly remembered that was where she once saw him 
whilst picking up her husband from hospital for a lunch date. Antonio was pushing a theatre trolley 
and nearly hit an oncoming visitor because his eyes were fixed on her, undressing her with his 
piercing look. She went back into the study to have a better feel of the envelope and would perhaps 
even open it carefully then reseal it afterwards. When she got there, the envelope was not on the 
desk. Danny always kept all his drawers and filing cabinets locked so that if his house was burgled, 
hopefully sensitive information would be safe. What Laura did not know, was that Danny had two 
safes and she only had the combination for the safe she knew existed. She looked everywhere but 
the elusive brown envelope was nowhere to be found. Danny must have taken the envelope with him 
to hospital, Laura was convinced. She knew that Danny had one operation lined up in the morning. 
If he had got the envelope with him, he was most likely to look at it in his lunch hour. 

After giving it a lot of thought, she decided that it was definitely time for her to come clean 
and tell Danny about her clandestine affair with Antonio even though she knew how much it was 
going to hurt him. Jf Danny’s love for me is as strong as it seems to be, he would understand and 
forgive me, she believed. At least he would have learnt the truth directly from me. That's the least 
he deserves, a guilt stricken Laura told herself. The only decision now was the when, where and 
how she was going to do it. 

She sat herself down on Danny’s chair and picked up the phone to invite him for lunch at 
Garcon café. That would be a safe place for her to tell him and if he should take it badly; he was 
unlikely to make a scene in a public place, though she recognised that a public café was not the best 
place for Danny to cope with the aftermath of hearing her confession. She was also dubious about 
the time too, but she felt if she delayed it any longer she would miss the opportunity. As she was 
about to make the call she knocked her foot against something underneath the desk. She took a look 
and she was surprised to find Danny’s briefcase. That’s strange, she thought, Danny always takes 
his briefcase with him. Oh well! Maybe he forgot it. 

She bent down quickly, picked it up and placed it on the desk. Only Danny knew the 
combination. She tried every combination she could think of such as 000, 999, his car registration, 
special birthdays, and other significant dates and numbers she could think of. None of them worked. 
She tried other random numbers that came into her head. Still no luck! She held the briefcase in her 
hands; it did not feel too heavy and she gave it a shake. She could feel something moving. That did 
not tell her much as it could be anything. She wanted to force it open, but then how would she 
explain that to Danny? She thought of hiding the briefcase and if Danny should ask, she could 
always say she had no idea where it is. 
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Finally, Laura decided that the best course of action was for her to wait until after dinner 
tonight and tell him as gently as possible, without beating around the bush. She began to rehearse 
the words and phrases she would use and kept her fingers crossed. 2 
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CHAPTER 10 


Meanwhile, Jonathan had finished his school day. His taxi arrived to pick him up as usual. He 
opened the car door and rushed in to the backseat. However, as the taxi man was driving off, 
Jonathan noticed it was not his usual taxi-driver at the wheel. 

‘Hey, you aren’t Fat John! What happened to him?’ Jonathan asked. 

‘John was not feeling well and the manager decided to send him home,’ the driver replied. 

“What was wrong with him?’ 

‘Stomach upset I believe.’ 

‘Oh! Poor John! What do I call you then?’ a chatty Jonathan asked. 

“Youcan call me Antonio.’ 

‘Nice name,’ Jonathan said. ‘You must be Italian.’ 

“What a clever boy you are.’ 

‘Not really. All Italians are called Antonio.’ 

Antonio laughed. ‘Not all of them...just a few million!’ 

“You drive very fast, not like Fat John. This is exciting!’ Jonathan observed. Whilst looking 
through the window admiring the view he suddenly realised the driver was not taking the usual 
route to his home. 

‘This is not the way,’ Jonathan complained. 

‘This way is quicker. Don’t worry I will get you home.’ Antonio reassured the boy, 
looking at him in the rear-view mirror. He was sitting close to the car door, his eyes 
facing the window, both hands resting on it. 

It usually took Fat John twenty minutes to get Jonathan home. They had already been on the 
road for more than that. 

‘If you don’t get me home soon my mum will be worried.’ 

‘We are nearly there,’ Antonio replied, and he stopped the car. 

“What now? Why have you stopped?’ Jonathan wanted to know. 

Antonio got in the back of the car and snuffed Jonathan with chloroform. The boy struggled 
in vain as Antonio was bigger and stronger than him. Within seconds Jonathan was lying on the 
backseat of the car unconscious. 
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At the very latest by 4.00 P.M. Jonathan was usually home. Laura was in the kitchen 
preparing tea when her eyes noticed the time on the wall clock. She was concerned that her son was 
not home yet. She had a sneaky feeling that something was wrong as the taxi company serving the 
Wilsons had always been reliable and prompt. As it had gone past 5.00 P.M. tension crept up the 
back of her neck. She decided to give the taxi company a ring. A woman answered. 
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‘Express cabs here,’ the receptionist said. 

‘T am Laura Wilson. Your taxi company usually pick up my son from school. He should 
have been here by 4.00 P.M. and its gone 5 o’clock and he still has not arrived,’ a concerned Laura 
explained. 

‘His name please?’ 

‘Jonathan...Jonathan Wilson,’ Laura said, sounding anxious. 

‘According to our records...’ the receptionist started to read what was written on her 
computer screen.’ 

Laura was listening and making short responses. 

“‘T see...yes...but couldn’t the driver ring me?’ 

‘He did Madam, but your phone was switched off.’ 

‘I guess texting me was out of the question too?’ Laura remarked sounding angry. 

*...I’m sorry Madam.’ The line went dead. 

Laura was feeling more and more agitated. She picked up the phone again and dialled her 
husband and she was pleased that he picked up his receiver immediately. 

‘Jonathan’s gone missing!’ Laura told him. 

‘Missing?!’ Danny exclaimed. 

“Yes he has not come home from school. I rang the taxi firm and they said the taxi went to 
pick him up at the usual spot, waited for fifteen minutes and there was no Jonathan. The taxi driver 
even went in the school and asked for him. A teacher said she saw Jonathan enter in a black car 
similar to the one that usually comes for him.’ 

‘Have you informed the police?’ Danny asked. 

‘No, not yet.’ 

‘Okay, don’t do anything I will be home in fifteen minutes.’ 

As soon as Danny had finished talking to Laura, he flicked through his list of contacts on his 
Iphone and called CJ Fairfield asking for him to meet him at his place. Jumping in his car, he drove 
home as quickly as possible ignoring a red traffic light and had to endure the beep of another 
motorist who had to swerve quickly to avoid colliding with his car. 

“You maniac!’ the motorist shouted. 

CJ Fairfield, besides being an acquaintance of the family, was a very good detective. He 
and his wife Karina jointly worked for the Metro CID for many years before opening their own 
independent investigation agency. He was a man of inestimable experience in situations such as the 
Wilsons. His wife Karina, formerly a journalist, was no stranger to dealing with criminal situations. 
As a couple, they had been very successful in their chosen careers. 

Laura heard the doorbell. Thinking it was her husband she rushed to open it, but just as she 
was doing so, she stopped abruptly realizing it would be safer and wiser to first peep through the 
keyhole. However, it turned out that it was CJ standing there. Knowing he was an acquaintance, she 
unlocked the door to let him in. 

‘Hi Laura, Danny has just informed me about what has happened and wanted me to meet 
him here,’ CJ said whilst standing on the doorstep. 

“Yes, yes, please come in,’ an agitated Laura moved out of the doorway. 

The tension in Laura’s voice was quite noticeable. CJ walked in and stood by the door with 
his hands crossed behind his back. 

‘Don’t worry Laura, we’ll find your boy in no time,’ a confident CJ said. 

‘Please do sit down. Danny will be here soon.’ 

Just as she had said that, Danny was at the door trying to get in but could not because Laura 
had put on the door chain. She opened the door for him and he put his arms around her. He lifted his 
head and saw CJ sitting down and he went to shake his hands. 

‘Good afternoon CJ. Thank you so much for coming. Has Laura filled you in?’ 

‘Not yet. I have only just arrived,’ CJ replied. 
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They sat down and started to talk. Danny Wilson loved his son very much. The obsessive 
love he cherished for his son could be dangerous and his eagerness to come to any agreement with 
whoever took his son could endanger Jonathan’s life. If Jonathan had been kidnapped, once the 
kidnappers had got what they wanted, they would have no reason to keep him alive. This was 
always an unfortunate action that kidnappers tended to take to avoid being identified and caught. 

After listening to both Laura and Danny, CJ said earnestly ‘I think I can help.’ 

“Who would do such a thing? Laura asked between sobs. 

“Well, there is always someone out there, who makes a living by making other people’s life 
a misery,’ CJ responded, ‘but whoever it is will not get away with it,’ he affirmed. 

‘What do they want from us?’ Danny uttered. 

‘Usually money,’ CJ said. 

‘But we have none,’ the Wilsons announced. 

‘Let’s wait and see. We’ll know soon. They are bound to make contact. Have you told 
anyone about the kidnapping?’ 

Danny glanced at Laura then said, ‘just us three.’ 

Laura interjected, ‘I am guessing the Receptionist of the Taxi firm and Fat John the Taxi 
driver who went to pick up Jonathan, suspect something.’ 

‘Hmm...thank you very much, and how about the police?’ CJ wanted to know if they were 
going to be involved. 

‘No, not yet only you,’ Danny replied. 

‘Good and let’s keep it that way, otherwise we may never see Jonathan alive again.’ 

‘Is that wise?’ Laura questioned raising her voice slightly. She was incredulous that her son 
might be in danger and the police were not being involved. Her heart beat hard against her chest, 
sending blood painfully racing to her head. 

‘I’m sorry, Laura, don’t get mad. Wise or not that’s the way we have to play it, at least for 
now,’ CJ made his intentions clear. 

Danny was not very happy that CJ was not engaging the assistance of the police, but he 
believed in CJ, although this was not entirely Laura’s sentiment. 

Looking nervously at CJ, Laura sought reassurance and asked, “you will bring my son home 
alive, won’t you?’ 

‘That’s my principal intention Laura,’ CJ Fairfield replied as he turned to Danny to ask him 
a question. 

‘Laura has already told me that she can’t think of anyone who would want to kidnap her son, 
but what about you Danny? A dissatisfied husband or wife of a patient you might have treated 
perhaps?’ 

Danny scratched his head and after a few seconds he replied, ‘none that I can think of.’ 

CJ was in a hurry to get started on the case. He knew that time was of the essence and he did 
not know how much of it he had. He called Karina and asked her to collect some information for 
him and then he rang ex-Sergeant Becker to come to the Wilson’s house and put a tap on 


their house phone. He then went out on to the balcony for a cigarette. Laura saw him there and 
went to join him. She had not smoked for years, but she was so nervous that she felt she needed a 
cigarette. So when CJ offered her one she grabbed it and put it in her mouth. Being a gentleman CJ 
pulled out his lighter and lit it for her. She took a puff and then asked, ‘how long must we go on like 
this not knowing if he...’ 

‘As long as it suits them,’ CJ interrupted her. ‘They are in no hurry to make contact, they 
have Jonathan, you see.’ 

‘But Danny...’ 

CJ interrupted her again. “This is not an ordinary game they are playing, they make their 
own rules, and we simply obey them until someone slips up.’ 

Laura took another puff then looking very serious she said, ‘what about Jonathan?’ 
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Before CJ could answer, the phone rang. They both turned round and made their way into 
the lounge. Danny picked up the receiver feeling certain it was the kidnappers ringing to make their 
demands. 

‘Yes.’ He listened intently, and then appearing disappointed he passed the phone to CJ 
saying, ‘it’s for you. It’s Karina...’ 

‘CJ speaking. Hi, Karina what have you found out?’ 

‘The black car that the supply teacher saw Jonathan entering belongs to Avis Car Rental 
Company, and it was listed stolen two days ago,’ Karina reported. 

‘It would be, wouldn’t it!’ a disappointed CJ commented as he continued to listen curiously. 

‘A biker,’ Karina said, “saw the driver and gave a very good description of him. He is in his 
30’s and looks foreign, most probably Italian.’ 

‘Italian? Was he alone?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Anything else?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Thank Karina.’ CJ put the receiver down. As he was walking away from the phone he said, 
‘the kidnapper may be a one man band. Do either of you have Italian enemies?’ 

‘Italian?’ Laura repeated, feeling a lump in her throat. Her face went as white as a sheet. 
Both Danny and CJ witnessed the change wondering why the mention of being Italian should have 
provoked such a reaction in Laura. 

‘Do you know something that we don’t?’ CJ asked with a touch of suspicion in his voice. 

‘He wouldn’t...would he?’ An unsure and bewildered looking Laura murmured, crossing 
her arms pressing them tightly against her chest. 

‘Laura, if you know something, for the sake of our son please tell us!’ a distressed Danny 
begged. 
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There was silence in the room. Finally, a hesitant Laura revealed that there was someone she 
knew who may have something to do with the disappearance of Jonathan. She glanced at her 
husband, almost as if begging for his forgiveness for what she was about to say. She could feel a 
tear in the corner of her eyes and quickly brushed it off. She remembered the warning of her friend 
Desiré that if she did not break off her affair with Antonio she would create more drama than 
anything she had ever known in her life. She sat herself down on the sofa staring at the floor 
wondering if it was drama time. 

A serious looking CJ said to Laura, ‘if you know something that could help and you are not 
telling us, you risk your son’s life. Are you prepared for that?’ 

‘No..., of course not,’ a distressed and confused Laura replied. ‘If he’s got my son, he 
wouldn’t hurt him.’ 

‘Who Laura, who?’ Danny raised his voice. 

‘I know he wouldn’t...’ Laura wanted to believe it. 

CJ interjected in earnest, ‘I would not gamble on that Laura. Not if my son’s life was at 
stake.’ 

Laura got up from the sofa and walked towards her bedroom. She turned round and looked 
straight at CJ. In a firm voice she repeated, ‘he would not hurt him! I mean...he could not.’ 

It became clear that Laura was hiding something, but what? Who was she protecting? 
Suddenly the house phone rang. Before Laura could reach it, Danny grabbed the receiver. 

“Yes,” he said. 

There was no response from the caller. After a few seconds the line went dead. 

‘He’s cut off,’ Danny sounded angry. 
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‘Maybe the next time the phone rings we should let Laura answer,’ CJ advised. No sooner 
had he said that, than the phone began to ring again and this time Laura picked up the receiver. 

‘Hello who is it?’ 

‘It’s me. I see you’ve got company?’ the caller said. 

Laura instantly recognised the voice, it was Antonio. 

‘Antonio, have you taken my son?’ Laura asked with a degree of bitterness in her voice 
whilst CJ was listening in. 

‘I told you that both you and your son could come to Italy with me, didn’t I? Now if you 
want him you will have to come and get him,’ Antonio said. ‘I will call again and tell you where I 
am.’ 

‘Wait!’ before Laura could say another word, he hung up. CJ called Sergeant Becker to see 
if he was able to trace the call. 

Sergeant Becker replied, ‘unfortunately no. We needed two more seconds. This man knows 
what he’s doing.’ 

A police car was immediately despatched to the last flat Antonio was using, although CJ had 
very little hope that he would be there. 

Laura broke down in tears and told Danny about her secret affair with Antonio. A distraught 
Danny gawked at his wife and could not understand she had been unfaithful to him. He was so 
preoccupied with the safety of his son that his mind refused to be too angry with his wife. 

‘Do you love him?’ 

‘Not in the way I love you,’ an anxious Laura replied. 

‘What do you mean by that?’ 

‘I needed someone and he came along. It does not mean I love you less.’ 

‘Should that make me feel better?’ 

‘No.’ 

“What then?’ 

‘He knows he can’t possess me and he knows he never will. This is why he is doing this.’ 

‘Have I been that bad Laura?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘For God’s sake, why...? A stupid question I suppose.’ 

‘No! Not stupid! It’s just...unanswerable!’ 

‘We'll talk about it further another time. What is important right now is to find our son.’ 

CJ Fairfield interjected. ‘I don’t think there will be any more contact this evening.’ 

‘How do you know?’ Danny questioned, feeling distraught with what he had just 
discovered. He turned his head towards his wife and said, “you‘d better go to bed.’ 

‘T could not sleep even if I did,’ Laura responded. 

CJ quickly interjected and advised. 

‘Both of you should take a nap, you look tired,’ Sergeant Becker and I will stay awake. If 
the phone rings we will wake you.’ 

Danny went to lie down on his bed. Sergeant Becker and CJ withdrew to a small sitting 
room downstairs whilst Laura stayed on the sofa in the lounge resting her head against the cushion. 
No phone calls came that night. There was deadly silence everywhere. In the early hours of the 
morning Laura finally fell asleep but dreamt of sliding down a dark tunnel with Antonio. 
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Early that evening, a squad car had been sent to 156 Union Street, Islington where Antonio 
was supposed to be living but the flat was found empty. Antonio was hiding in an abandoned castle 
whilst a helpless Jonathan was locked in the basement which was filled with Halloween masks 
suspended from the ceiling covered in dust and spiders web. On the wall in one corner of the 


basement was an electric hand-lamp. The bulb was of such low wattage it could barely light the 
corner of the room. Jonathan could hear Antonio banging and it sounded like he was nailing 
something in a room above but could not make out what exactly. He had been given a mattress on 
the floor to lie down. Sleep was the furthest thing from his mind. He quietly made his way to the 
door and could not open it as something from the other side was preventing it from opening. He 
banged on the door but did not expect to be heard. Seconds latter Antonio opened the door. It was 
for the first time that Jonathan set eyes on him since he had been chloroformed. 

‘Yes,’ Antonio asked looking straight at Jonathan. 

Jonathan stared at his face and could see no malice in his eyes. ‘Please let me out, I want to 
go home,’ a frightened Jonathan pleaded. 

‘T can’t, at least not until your mum gets here. 

‘My mum is coming here? Jonathan asked sounding pleasantly surprised. 

‘Yes and you would do well to be quiet so no one can hear you.’ Antonio added as he 
proceeded to close the door. 

‘No. Please wait... I need to go to the bathroom.’ 

‘Do it there.’ Antonio pointed to the corner of the room. 

‘No, I need to do number 2.’ 

‘Okay, follow me,’ Antonio said as he escorted him down a dark passage to a small water 
closet. 

Once Jonathan was inside he looked up and saw a small partially broken glass window 
with iron bars. He climbed on the toilet seat hoping to look through and see what was outside, but 
he was too short. Suddenly Antonio was knocking on the toilet door. Jonathan spotted a fragment of 
broken glass on the floor near the toilet. He carefully picked it up and put it in his pocket. This may 
come in useful, he thought. 

‘One moment please,’ Jonathan said as he pulled the chain to give the impression he had 
been to the toilet and after a few seconds the door creaked open and he got out. Whist he was being 
escorted back to the basement he unexpectedly turned round and drove the piece of broken 
glass into Antonio’s thigh and made a run for it. Antonio screamed in agony. ‘You 
little bastard!’ he said. He quickly reached down, pulled the glass out and limped 
after Jonathan who had ran to the narrow twisted corridor only to find a huge wooden 
door which he could not open. 

‘Now that was not very clever, was it?’ an angry Antonio shouted at the boy as he 


grabbed him by the scruff of the neck. 

Jonathan struggled with his captor, ‘let me go you horrible man!’ 

Antonio carried him back to the basement and put the wooden latch on the door. 

Feeling very frustrated Jonathan walked over to the mattress and stretched his body. His 
eyes stared pensively at the ceiling, as he tried to figure out how he could get out of there. 


28 2K ok 

It had been raining almost all night in Islington and the sky was still dull and black. Laura 
could not understand why there had been no further calls from Antonio. As she was putting on her 
raincoat, Danny asked, ‘where do you think you are going?’ 

‘Iam going to go and find him,’ she replied. 

‘Where?’ CJ asked. 

‘At his flat he was using for a start,’ a hostile Laura answered. 

Sergeant Becker interjected, ‘Don’t waste your time. We’ve already checked 
and he has not turned up for work at the hospital and he has abandoned the place. We 
just have to wait. He will call again. He has to, because he wants you.’ 
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Danny cringed as he heard what Sergeant Becker said. ‘He is not having her,’ Danny 
shouted tightening his lips. 

‘We need to keep calm,’ CJ reminded everyone. Just then, Laura’s mobile rang and she 
quickly answered the call. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Is that him?’ CJ mimed. 

Laura nodded as she continued to listen to the instructions. 

“Yes...yes I know...but...okay, okay no need to shout!’ Laura raised her voice briefly. The 
conversation stopped and she hung up. She looked up and saw CJ and Danny staring at her wanting 
to know what she had been told. 

“Well what did he say?’ an impatient Danny asked. 

Laura took a deep breath then said, ‘he wants me to meet him. He said not to tell anyone 
where, and not to bring any police, otherwise I will be sorry.’ 

CJ could feel that Laura was not going to play ball anymore. A turn of events he had already 
anticipated once he’d discovered that Laura and Antonio had been embroiled in their brief affair. 
Although Laura had broken it off, the kidnapping of her son had changed everything. He tried to 
persuade Laura to cooperate and let him handle things, but she was having none of it, insisting that 
she would do it her way. 

CJ moved close to Danny and whispered, ‘I think you should persuade your wife that she 
needs my help.’ 

‘And if I can’t?’ Danny asked quietly. 

‘Then we will have to trick her into believing she is acting alone,’ Sergeant Becker 
whispered. 

A determined Laura picked up her umbrella, slung her hand bag over her shoulder and as 
she was making her way out of the house she looked at CJ and said, ‘It will be all right, I will get 
my son. Youcan go home now CJ and you too Sergeant.’ 

Danny stood by the front door to stop his wife opening it. A furious Laura told him to get 
out of her way and she left, but unknown to everyone she had a gun in her handbag and unknown to 
Laura she was being tailed. 

‘Why didn’t you guys stop her,’ Danny yelled. 

‘Don’t worry; we got a tail on her. Let her lead us to that man,’ CJ reassured Danny. 

‘But how, you don’t even know where she is going?’ Danny yelled. 

‘Last night Sergeant Becker installed an app on your wife’s phone whilst she was asleep. 
Using our device we will be able to track her movements,’ said CJ. 

CJ’s mobile started to ring. It was Karina reporting that she had just seen Laura enter a black 
Sudan. 

‘Should I follow her?’ she asked. 

“We’ve got her on our screen too. Just keep your distance to avoid detection,’ CJ ordered. 

Half an hour later the car stopped at Paddington train station. Laura got out and looked 
round to see if she was being followed, and as she was making her way to the ticket office she saw 
the 10.30 A.M. train going to Swansea was about to leave the station. She did not want to miss it. 
She made a sharp turn and rushed through Gate One. Using the help of a stationmaster, she got on 
the train and took a seat near the window. Karina managed to get on the train too and she went to sit 
some distance away from Laura but was still able to have her in sight. Seconds later there was a 
whistle and the train started to move forward slowly. It quickly gathered speed and was on its way 
to its destination. Laura heard her phone beep indicating that she had received an SMS. She plunged 
her hand into her pocket, took the phone out, flicked it open and read the message. She looked 
round to see if she could recognise anyone as she had been tipped that someone might be tailing 
her. Laura’s eyes fell in the direction of Karina, but although the latter managed to quickly lift up 
the newspaper she was pretending to be reading to keep her face out of Laura’s line of vision, she 
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was not sure if she succeeded. Karina immediately called CJ and was told to get down at the Dingot 
station. If Laura stayed on the train, then they would know that her destination was Swansea as that 
was the only other stop. 

Antonio was on that train too and had been following Laura from the time she had left the 
house. When the train reached Dingot station, Karina got down as instructed. A few seconds later, 
the train moved again with both Laura and Antonio on it. Antonio not certain how Laura would 
react if she saw him, kept out of her way for the time being. Karina noticing that Laura had 
remained on it, quickly confirmed that to CJ. 

As the journey progressed, Laura reflected on how her life had taken a downward turn in the 
past 48-hours. Just as things were getting better with Danny, Antonio had had to mess it up by 
kidnapping her son. Her heart ached and her body wanted to just throw up. She moved to the buffet 
cart and ordered a Bacardi and coke, asking the waiter to put in as much ice as possible. She noticed 
the waiter looking at her oddly, but she did her best to contain her feelings. The waiter refilled her 
glass at least four times before she took herself to her carriage. As soon as she sat down, a man sat 
next to her, took her hand and pulled her into his arms. She allowed it for a long moment, not 
wanting to attract unnecessary attention from the other passengers. The man was no other than 
Antonio, and whenever she had found herself in his arms, she had not been able to resist him and he 
knew it. With his strong arms wrapped around her waist and neck, he held her close and said, ‘Hey, 
I’m sorry to take your son away from you like that, but that was the only way I could bring you 
back to me after you refused to acknowledge my countless phone calls and text messages.’ 

‘Where is my son? What have you done to him?’ Laura asked keeping her voice down. 

Still holding Laura in his arms, ‘relax,’ Antonio said. “Your son is safe. I will take you to 
him.’ 

Laura could no longer hold in the tears. She let them fall, sobbing quietly onto his shirtfront. 
He handed her a handkerchief, rubbing her back as she let the sobs flow. 

In the end, Laura was relieved to know her son was safe but she was still angry with him. 
Her eyes were red and swollen from the emotion she’d expended and her throat was sore from the 
crying. 

Antonio had a cabin in the first class section of the train. He took her hand and led her to his 
cabin. She followed without making any fuss, spending the rest of the journey with him. 

It took over four hours for the train to reach Swansea station. Meanwhile, CJ and Sergeant 
Becker had been monitoring Laura’s movement. Knowing her final destination, using a helicopter 
they got to Swansea train station ahead of her. Danny had insisted on coming along too. 
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At Swansea train station, after a creaking noise a voice on the loudspeaker said: ‘Please 
listen to this announcement. The train arriving at this station will stop here. Will all passengers 
kindly take all their belongings with them and depart the train.’ 

Laura and Antonio dressed themselves in a hurry in preparation to get off the train. Laura 
quickly visited the bathroom as she felt nauseous. She sat down on the toilet, wishing the 
queasiness away. She felt the only way to get her son back was to keep Antonio sweet. She knew 
she just had to be strong, not let her hatred for him show in any way. Once she had got rid of him, 
he would be out of her life and hopefully Danny would forgive her. She cursed the day Antonio 
ever came into her life. Knowing that her stomach wouldn’t get better until she finished what she 
needed to do, she stood up from the toilet, grabbing the counter to steady her suddenly wobbly 
stance as the train came to a stand still. As she opened the toilet door, she saw Antonio standing 
there with his right-hand in the air about to knock. 

‘What took you so long?’ Antonio enquired. 

“You can’t hurry the call of nature,’ Laura replied feeling harassed. 
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They got off the train together. Unaware that they had been spotted, Antonio escorted Laura 
to his hideout which was a twenty minute drive from the station. 

CJ and his two companions got in their car and kept a fair distance in order not to alert 
Antonio that he was being followed. Sergeant Becker activated the tracker and instantly the 
directions they were travelling were displayed on his screen. 

Antonio noticed that Laura had gone very quiet. 

‘Are you all right?’ Antonio asked softly. 

‘I can’t wait to see my son,’ Laura replied. 

‘We'll soon be there. He is a fine little boy, feisty too,’ Antonio declared. 

She gripped the arm rest on the car door to stop herself swinging from side to side as 
Antonio was driving quite fast on a twisted road. It had been a long day and all she wanted to do 
was get this confrontation over with, so she could get back to her life with her son and husband, 
whilst Antonio just wanted her to make his life complete. When he noticed Laura did not respond to 
his comment about her son, he turned to look at her, his eyes showing his concern. 

‘T really don’t like seeing you sad,’ Antonio said in a low voice. 

Laura almost burst into tears at his gentle tone. Instead, she shook her head, hating the way 
it made her feel. Taking a deep breath, she said, ‘I guess I’m tired, I hardly slept last night and the 
long journey today...’ 

‘Hmm, you did enjoy our love making in the train didn’t you?’ he asked. 

Laura cringed at his words. She just could not control her emotions in his presence. It’s like 
he had put a spell on her. She crossed her arms over her chest to quieten down her heavy breathing. 

‘T like being with you but...’ 

‘But what?’ Antonio interjected, raising his voice slightly trying to understand what was 
bothering her. 

Laura took a deep breath and started the lies that would tear her away from the husband she 
had always loved. 

‘I want to go to Italy with you but you must let my son go back to my husband, 
otherwise...’ 

‘Otherwise what?’ Antonio interrupted her again. 

‘He loves his son very much, and he would spend the rest of his life hunting us down.’ She 
choked on her words as she said them. 

After a long tense silence he said, ‘I guess I would too if he was my son. I love you and 
want you more than anything in this world. One day we may even have a family together. What 
about you?’ 

Laura’s heart almost stopped at his words because she knew that her love for him was 
merely sexual. There is only one man she had ever truly loved and she had betrayed his trust. 
Perhaps the decent thing was to let her husband Danny find someone who would deserve him more 
than her. 

‘I love you too Antonio,’ she lied painfully. 

They had finally arrived at the hiding place where Jonathan was kept locked up. Laura could 
not believe how deserted the area was. You could scream to your hearts content and no one would 
ever hear anything. Sitting in the middle of a huge piece of land was an abandoned castle. 
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‘Ah! Ha! They have stopped,’ Sergeant Becker announced. Driving a bit further forward 
they stopped their car; walking quietly through the woods they had a clear view of the castle. CJ 
pulled out his binoculars and could see Laura getting out of the car and follow Antonio to the front 
door. A few seconds later they were inside. It was time to call for police back up. 

Within minutes policemen armed with guns were despatched to that area. The building was 
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surrounded with police officers ready to shoot. 

Maintaining control of the situation CJ ordered, ‘take your position but only shoot when I 
say So.” 

‘Remember he has two hostages, Mrs Wilson and her son,’ Sergeant Becker reminded 
everyone. 

There were lights inside the castle and the curtains were partially drawn. Silhouettes of two 
people sitting behind a huge rectangular wooden table were clearly visible through the net curtains. 

Suddenly a loud voice could be heard. It was CJ shouting over the loudspeaker. 

‘You there,’ he shouted, ‘this is the police. You are surrounded. Come out with your hands 
over your head.’ 

There was panic inside the castle. Antonio had long range rifles stacked in a wooden chest 
lying in the corner of the room. He picked one up and loaded it. ‘Here take this,’ he said to Laura as 
he handed her the loaded rifle. He then loaded one for himself. He tipped the huge wooden table 
sideways and they both hid behind it. 

‘I have hostages!’ Antonio shouted. 

‘Release them immediately and we won’t shoot,’ CJ replied in a serious voice. 

‘No,’ Antonio replied and took a shot, breaking the front light of one of the police cars that 
was shining brightly, causing some of the policemen to run for cover 

‘He is shooting at us!’ a police officer shouted. 

Before CJ could say anything the police responded with a barrage of shots showering on the 
stone walls and window panes. One of the bullets hit something causing an instant explosion which 
brought down part of the ceiling. Miraculously no one inside was hurt. Smoke was coming out from 
the roof. 

‘Hold your fire!’ CJ screamed. 

For a moment it was dead quiet. The front door of the castle had taken a few hits damaging 
the lock. There was a squeak as the door swung open slightly. Shortly afterwards a figure appeared 
by the door. It was Jonathan moving slowly forward, shaking like a leaf. He could see guns pointing 
at him before he was blinded by the lights coming from all the cars. Two policemen rushed to pick 
up the boy and took him into the police van. 

Antonio had a plan. He remembered Laura saying that Danny would hunt him down for the 
boy. He figured having let Jonathan go they would stop shooting. 

‘Now let Mrs Wilson go!’ CJ shouted using his loudspeaker again. 

When there was no response, Sergeant Becker tossed a can of tear gas through the window 
pane, expecting those inside to start coming out coughing. Instead there was no response. 

‘Drop your gun and come out quietly!’ Sergeant Becker shouted. 

‘Do it now!’ CJ repeated even louder. He turned to one of the Marks-men who had his gun 
in a ready firing position, and said, ‘if you see him and you have a clear shot, take him down.’ 

Once again it had gone quiet. The house had taken so many shots that another part of the 
building crumbled down. 

Danny Wilson thought that Antonio had chickened out. He rushed towards the castle 
shouting, ‘let my wife go you psycho!’ 

‘Get back!’ Sergeant Becker in vain ordered an uncontrolled Danny. 

When Danny got inside followed quickly by CJ and the others, they found there was no one 
there and there were no dead bodies lying around. Lying in the room where they were, was Laura’s 
phone and handbag partially buried by the debris. After looking through the castle they found a 
secret passage leading to an exit. They walked cautiously through the passage only to 
discover that the exit was blocked with heavy stones and broken bricks. They turned 


back and got out of the castle. 
When Danny had got back to the police van he hugged his son. Noticing CJ leaning against 
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one of the police cars, Danny went up to him and asked: 

‘Where is my wife?’ 

CJ looked straight at Danny, noticing the anger in eyes and mindful of his general posture he 
chose his words carefully, ‘either she was forced to go with the guy or she went with him willingly, 
but whichever is the case I intend...’ 

A furious and disappointed Danny did not give CJ a chance to finish his sentence and took a 
swing at him which the latter saw coming and ducked in time. 

‘Laura would not go with that man willingly, she is my wife!’ Danny shouted angrily, but 
deep in his heart he felt unsure. 2 
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CHAPTER 11 


The evening had turned out to be outlandish for Laura. When she decided to meet Antonio, her 
intention was to confront him and shoot him down if he had tried to stop her taking her son home. 
However, as had happened many times before, whenever she was in his presence Laura felt weak. 
Antonio had the capacity to tame an angry lion with those mesmerizing eyes of his. Securing the 
safe release of Jonathan was a great achievement, she thought. But that was at great cost to her 
personal safety which was not very smart on her part. Having achieved her first objective, all she 
now had to do was wait for the right opportunity to pull off her next objective. 

The firepower that caused the explosion in the castle was quite unforeseen. Even more 
unexpected was the secret passage which made Laura realise why Antonio had chosen that 
particular place as a hide out and more importantly that she was dealing with a very resourceful 
man who would most probably stopped at nothing to get what he had set out to achieve. ‘Take your 
time Laura,’ she heard the little voice telling her. ‘He is bound to make a mistake sooner or later. So 
be patient and play the game.’ 

An exhausted Laura could not help feeling like a fugitive on the run. That was hardly the 
kind of outcome she wanted. Once she had followed Antonio in the tunnel she was forced to 
continue to escape from the tear gas that was interfering with her breathing. After they were out of 
that passageway and had made their get away, they took shelter in a barn. Sitting opposite each 
other, leaning against a stack of hay Laura had a smile pasted on her face disguising the pain she 
felt inside her stomach. At that moment she wished the earth would open up underneath her and 
swallow her. Part of her desperately wanted to get away from Antonio, but not until she had 
completed her mission. 

Antonio came into her life at a time when she was very vulnerable and provided something 
that she had missed for a long time. Now that Danny knew of her cheating what would he be 
thinking, she wondered. “Would he ever be able to forgive me?” she asked herself. She curled up 
into a protective ball feeling the coldness around. Antonio noticed the goose pimples on her arms 
and swiftly took his coat, shook off the dust and dirt that he had picked up whilst moving through 
the tunnel, and placed it around Laura’s shoulders. 

‘Oh, no!’ Antonio shouted. 

‘What’s the matter?’ a bewildered Laura enquired. 

‘My wallet.’ 

“What about it?’ 

‘It’s gone!’ 

‘Gone! Gone where?’ 

Antonio’s wallet must have fallen down, most probably buried somewhere in the debris 
when the explosion occurred in the castle. He remembered having to jump aside to avoid being 
crushed by stones falling down. That’s when I must have lost it, he thought. 

Laura too, suddenly realised she had left her handbag behind leaving her with no gun, but 
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perhaps more pressing they were left with no money whatsoever. 

Using all her power of persuasion Laura failed to convince Antonio that they should go their 
separate ways, though he acknowledged that things were not going according to plan to take her to 
Italy and make a life together. Having the police on his tail for kidnapping had really messed every 
chance Antonio ever had of living a happy life with Laura. 

He waited until dawn and then took Laura to the valley. They needed fresh clothes and luck 
being on their side they found something suitable hanging on the bushes, where a couple had left 
their clothes to take a dip in a nearby stream. After walking miles they arrived in a small welsh 
village with a few thousand inhabitants, mostly coal miners, and they begun to mingle with the 
locals trying not to attract too much attention to themselves. 

Laura remained tense; she was sure she was going to snap into two if she didn’t relax. Not 
being able to hold her tears any longer, she let them fall, sobbing loudly onto Antonio’s shirt front. 
In response, he rocked her back and forth, shushing her and running his arms reassuringly down her 
spine. Leaning back, he handed her a handkerchief, rubbing her back as she let the sobs flow. Laura 
began to see a softer side of Antonio, making it even more difficult for her to resent him. 

In the end, Laura was too worn out to talk. Her eyes were red and swollen from the emotion 
she’d expended and her throat was sore from the crying. Her feet were aching and she could barely 
stand. Wanting to wash her face, they stopped at a gas station and whilst Laura had gone to use the 
washroom, Antonio wearing one of Laura’s stockings over his head held the station guy at gun 
point and demanded that he handed over all the money in the till. The station man decided not to 
be a dead hero and complied. To prevent the man from calling the cops, he pulled the telephone off 
the wall and shot him in the leg. As he was leaving Antonio said to the man, ‘I will come back and 
return your money.’ 

Laura hearing a gunshot peeped through the washroom window and saw Antonio 


waving for her to come out, and before she could say anything, Antonio grabbed her hand and 
they fled. Laura did not know how she found that extra energy. They arrived at what looked like a 
guest house, where they were able to spend the remainder of their long journey resting. 

Mrs Evans, a charming welsh woman in her 40’s was in-charge of the guest house, 


and gladly welcomed them as they opened and walked through the door. 

‘Come in, come all the way in,’ Mrs Evans said as she came out from behind the counter. 
‘This weather is terrible,’ she continued. 

‘Oh yes,’ Antonio replied holding Laura’s hand as he approached the counter followed by 
an exhausted Laura. 

“You will be staying the night?’ Mrs Evans enquired. 

‘Certainly’ said Antonio staring at a tired looking Laura. 

Thinking that they must have left their luggage in their car Mrs Evans turned to her husband 
and said, ‘Paul could you fetch their luggage please?’ 

‘Oh, we have none,’ Antonio replied instantly. 

Mrs Evans seeing how they were holding hands, and standing so close to each other 
believed Antonio when he quickly explained that they were lovers running away from Laura’s dad 
who was on to them and they needed a place to stay for the night whilst shrewd Paul, an ex-army 
man, looked at them suspiciously. Although he was not as strong as he used to be, if Antonio should 
try anything funny, he would not be scared off that easily. 

‘We’ve just the one room left with a double bed,’ Mrs Evans said. ‘You’ll not be minding 
that?’ she added with a grin on her face, looking straight at Antonio waiting for his response. 

‘Oh, no, no...no problem at all,’ Antonio said shaking his head as he stared at Laura, 
prodding her to agree. 

“You two are married I take it?’ Mrs Evans asked. 

‘Oh yes,’ a lying Antonio replied squeezing Laura’s hand to back up what he was saying. 
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After they had signed the visitor’s log book, Mrs Evans took them upstairs to show them 
their room. She closed the only window in the room which she had opened earlier to allow fresh air 
in. 

“Would you two like something to eat?’ Mrs Evans asked wearing a thin smile. 

‘Err, yes please. Some sandwiches and...a large whisky,’ Antonio replied. 

‘A glass of milk for me,’ Laura quickly added. 

Antonio looked at Mrs Evans and grinned. 

Glancing at Laura, Mrs Evans noticed she was shaking like a leaf. She walked 
towards the fireplace and turned on the gas fire thinking that as it was a chilly evening Laura was 
feeling cold. 

As she got downstairs, her husband Paul questioned. 

‘Are they really married?’ 

‘I don’t care but they are a nice couple and truly in love with each other. Reminds me of our 
courting days,’ Mrs Evans said giggling. 

Paul looked straight at his wife, shaking his head he said, ‘don’t be so damn soft, woman!’ 
and disappeared to the back. 

Ten minutes later, Mrs Evans came back into the room holding a tray containing a whisky, a 
glass of milk and a few sandwiches. After she had rested the tray on a small table in the corner of 
the room, she withdrew herself saying, ‘I will pick up the tray in the morning. Goodnight!’ 

‘Goodnight to you too, and thank you,’ Antonio replied, nudging Laura to respond. 

‘Goodnight,’ Laura said timidly. 

Laura took a bite at the egg sandwich and found that she had lost any appetite she ever had. 
She was still wondering if Antonio had killed the man at the station. 

‘Did you shoot that man at the gas station?’ Laura demanded. 

‘Just a little shot in his leg, he will live!’ Antonio replied being very blasé about it. 

“Was it only in his leg? If you killed him they will hang you. I don’t want to be found here 
in this room with you,’ Laura protested raising her voice and turned to open the door. 

There were noises of footsteps indicating that someone was coming upstairs. Antonio 
quickly grabbed Laura’s left arm and dragged her away from the door, he sat down on a chair and 
quickly pulled her onto his lap in time before Mrs Evans knocked requesting to come in. 

‘Come in,’ Antonio answered. 

Mrs Evans entered carrying a hot water bottle in her hand. 

‘We’re getting warm in front of the fire,’ Antonio felt the need to explain as they both stood 
up. 

‘I noticed,’ Mrs Evans said with a smile on her face. ‘I thought you would need this,’ she 
added as she handed it to Antonio. 

‘Oh, thank you very much. You would like a hot water bottle, wouldn’t you my 
love?’ Antonio looked at Laura squeezing her hand, and holding his lips together, 
without moving his lips, he prompted her to say “yes darling”. 

“Yes...darling,’ Laura parroted with some hesitation in her voice. 

‘Well goodnight again,’ said Mrs Evans and turned away to walk out of the 
room. 

‘Please don’t go,’ Laura begged aloud. 

Turning round quickly on her feet, looking curious, she asked, ‘Why not? Is 
there anything wrong?’ 

The quick-witted Antonio interjected, ‘my wife is frightened her dad will come 
looking for her here. You won’t give us away, will you?’ 
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‘Of course not,’ Mrs Evans reassured them and bid them goodnight before 
leaving the room. 

Laura sighed in desperation. They were both so exhausted that they were content to just lie 
on the bed and allow their eyes to close. 

It was 10.30 P.M. when Antonio heard people talking downstairs. He woke up, opened the 
bedroom door gently and as he peeped through the gap he saw a man and a woman standing at 
reception asking questions. He couldn’t quite hear what they were saying but he was able to read 
their lips. As Paul was about to give them away, Mrs Evans came to the counter and sounding 
very serious she told the two visitors to leave immediately because the house was closed for the 
night. She quickly ushered them to the door and just before shutting it behind them she said, 
‘you won’t be able to tell anyone that you drank here after hours.’ 

Once she had locked the door, turning immediately to her husband she shouted, “you were 
not going to give those young lovers away, were you? Goodness gracious me!’ She shook her head 
showing her disapproval. 

The two visitors were none other than Karina and Sergeant Becker, who were acting under 
the instructions of CJ Fairfield and were trying to track Laura down. CJ Fairfield had not given up 
on his search for Laura. He was working on the assumption that Antonio had forced Laura to go 
with him. The local police had also been notified of the robbery at the gas station and they too were 
looking for the culprits. The wounded man at the gas station had given the police a good description 
of Antonio and having previously seen Laura making her way to the washroom, he was also able to 
give an accurate description of what she looked like. 

Antonio closed the bedroom door quietly and went to wake up Laura, but when he saw that 
she was so sound asleep he changed his mind and decided to take a seat by the fire and kept watch. 
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As soon as morning had broken, they took off, thanking Mrs Evans for her hospitality and 
discretion; she in return wished them the best of luck. 

Meanwhile they began to act almost like a new Bonnie and Clyde moving from place to 
place, taking one day at a time. As they ran out of money, they committed more thefts leaving a trail 
of their movements. 

Antonio managed to acquire an old black 4x4 BMW in which they lived and moved around. 
One weekend they parked their car in a Lakeview gas station, covering the windows with cloth and 
took a stroll by the lake. 

A jogger, calling himself Ricky Marino, saw Danny’s and Jonathan’s pleas on television 
before his usual Sunday morning coffee run. He looked closely at the photograph of Laura’s face 
being shown on the TV screen, noting that she might be in the company of a man of Italian descent 
in his 30’s. After turning off the TV, he set off towards Snowdonia Park with his dog and 
newspaper. Whilst Ricky was walking, he saw Laura. Wow, she looks like that woman on TV, he 
said to himself. 

After rushing home he double-checked Laura’s picture online. He casually walked past the 
car parked at the station and observed that the registration number on the plate of the car was the 
same as the one reported stolen. He pulled out his mobile and immediately dialled 999. 

That Sunday morning, CJ with two police officers and Sergeant Becker responded and 
tapped on the car window, the vehicle was out of gas and they have had little to eat. Both Antonio 
and Laura were arrested and they were hungry. CJ offered them an egg sandwich. Laura said, ‘I 
could use a bath.’ 
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On Friday 8 October 1999, both Laura and Antonio appeared at the Old Bailey County 
Court, in London and they were both charged with twenty counts of thefts. Antonio was also 
charged with illegal possession of guns, shooting and injuring a man at a gas station, and 
kidnapping an underage teenager. 

Although they were first time offenders, Antonio was given a jail sentence of twenty years 
with possibility of parole and Laura got fifteen years and three months as his accomplice. Laura’s 
legs almost gave out on her when the magistrate pronounced the sentence. They were both sent to 
Holloway prison. 

Before she was taken away, Laura was allowed a brief moment with her husband and son. 
After a long, tension filled moment; Danny asked Laura, ‘Why did you betray me?’ 

Laura braced herself, gave a passing glance to her son, then looking directly into the eyes of 
a sad Danny she said, with little remorse in her voice. 

‘Danny, let’s face it, you stopped caring for me. I needed some excitement in my life.’ 

Danny swore under his breath. ‘I don’t believe you Laura. You’re not that type.’ 

Laura forced herself to laugh. It was difficult to appear casual but gave it her best shot as 
she’d wanted Danny to hate her more than she hated herself at the time and it worked. 

He raised an eyebrow and his stance changed from angry to aggressive. 

“You did all that for sexual gratification?’ He moved closer, his furious eyes not releasing 
hers as he said, ‘I worked my butt off for you...’ 

Laura swung around and glared at him. 

‘I cooked and washed for you but night after night you were never there,’ she said, her lower 
lip trembling. 

Danny’s tone of voice changed from anger to disbelief. He shook his head and asked in a 
reflective voice. 

‘Did I disappoint you that much, Laura? ...I loved you the very first time I set eyes on you. 
You touched my heart, you touched my soul, and you changed my life...you became my life. You 
were the very light that shone for me, giving me the courage to work harder and now you’ve taken 
all that away.’ 

He could feel and hear the mixed emotion of anger and distress in his voice and demeanour 
engulfing a broken Danny, but yet there was no malice in his heart. He loved Laura too much to 
allow self-pity to poison the love and affection that he felt always existed between them. 

Wanting desperately to taste her lips just one more time, he pulled her against him and 
covered her lips with his own. 

Laura allowed the kiss, even participated for several heart-throbbing moments, before she 
remembered her intention and tore herself out of his arms. 

‘No! I don’t love you anymore, Danny!’ and walked out of the private room not even giving 
a hug to her son, who had been standing there watching the scene between his parents, and which 
was later to have a profound effect on his development. 

‘Laura...!’ Danny screamed, watching his beloved wife in handcuffs being escorted to a 
waiting police van. Even though it is considered a sign of weakness for a grown man to cry, Danny 
could not stop the tears flooding his eyes. Jonathan ran to his dad and clung to him. ‘It will all be 
right dad.’ 

Laura took a final look at her husband and son before they closed the back door of the van. 
When she felt the van moving, she almost collapsed. She felt tears escaping from her eyes and 
creating streaks down her cheeks. Laura wiped away the tears, feeling like she had lost a part of her 
body as the van drove her away from her beloved husband, the only man she had truly ever loved. 
&S 
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CHAPTER 12 


Twenty minutes later the bullet-proof police van reached the majestic gate of Holloway prison for 
adult women at Islington. Surrounding the prison was a huge wall with electric barbed wire on the 
top edge. As the automatic gate opened allowing the van into the courtyard, it was like entering into 
another world. The prison had received a number of allegations from prison staff concerning sexual 
harassment, bullying and intimidation from managers. 

As Laura got down from the police van, her hands cuffed behind her back, she could not 
believe that this was going to be her home for the next fifteen years. No more cosy Jacuzzi or sun 
bathing next to the pool with a glass of Bacardi and coke next to her, instead she would have to 
endure the humiliation of sharing a cell with another inmate who may be a lesbian or psychopath of 
some sort. No more driving around in her plush Mercedes, instead she would have to be content 
with pushing a wheel barrow or a laundry basket. No more going out in the evening to posh 
restaurants or staying in watching a nice movie on her 52” flat screen, instead she would have to 
bear being locked in from 7:00 P.M. reading a book or writing one. 
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As the van drove into the prison yard, the prisoners were made to line up next to each other. 
Accompanied by two prison officers was the warden, a mean looking officer dressed in a check suit, 
wearing a long moustache twisted at each end and spectacles, with shaded square lenses. He 
marched down the line eyeing each inmate one by one, and then he stood on a rostrum with a loud 
speaker and delivered his speech. Laura was listening attentively until an inmate standing next to 
her who had been there before whispered: 

‘After this speech, they will give us a green uniform...followed by a physical 
exam, and then we’ll be escorted to our cell.’ 

The inmate was spotted immediately by a prison guard who shouted, ‘Hey! You...shut up!’ 

‘Eh?’ 

When the warden had finished, they were called one by one and given a strip search. They 
were then handed a pack consisting of a towel, some soap, half a roll of toilet paper and two sets of 
green uniforms. A stern looking female prison officer ordered the inmates to line up. One by one 
they were then handed a box to put their private possessions in. 

‘Hurry up,’ another prison officer shouted. 

As Laura was walking away with her pack in her hands she sniffed at the towel. An officer 
not understanding why she was doing that, asked, ’What? What’s wrong with you?’ 

“Your cleaner didn’t do a good job, did she?’ said Laura, staring at the prison officer whilst 
extending her arm to show her the towel. ‘The last girl’s tomato ketchup stain is still here!’ she 
complained. 
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‘Eh?’ The prison officer grabbed the towel from Laura and threw another one in her hand. 

Laura apologized for being so difficult and walked away. She was then forced to have a 
shower and put on one of her uniforms. As she approached the physical examination section, she 
was told to lie down on a couch. 

‘Excuse me...but I don’t feel too good today,’ said Laura. 

“What’s wrong?’ 

‘My period.’ 

‘Are you trying to skip this exam...? Are you telling the truth?’ The officer 
frowned. 

‘I’m very serious ma’am,’ Laura affirmed. ‘Lots of blood. I don’t want to 
cross out the doctor.’ Laura quickly glanced in the direction of the doctor; 'that’s my 
concern. How about tomorrow?’ Laura concluded. 

‘No. Before you’re transferred to your cell, you must do this,’ the officer pointed out boring 
her eyes into Laura’s. 

‘Oh, okay then, Ill do it now.’ Laura bowed reverently to their wishes. 

After it was over, she heard a male guard instructing her, ‘this way,’ and led her through a 
locked section of the prison. Once he had reached the Iron Gate, he inserted a key into the lock and 
twisted twice before pulling it open. He then stepped aside to allow Laura to pass. A few feet along 
the corridor, the officer opened the gate of cell 10, asked Laura to get in, and then locked it behind 
her before walking away. Laura could barely see her way as the light inside the cell was so dim. She 
leaned against the stonewall, her arms crossed she stared at the cell gate and wondered what she had 
got herself into. A few seconds later, once her eyes had become acquainted with the lighting inside 
the cell, she moved her head slowly to scan the cell and her eyes hit on a very black figure sitting in 
the corner of the cell. It was a vicious looking Jamaican woman, much older and stronger than 
Laura. 

‘Hi,’ said Laura in a timid voice. 

The woman stayed mute. Moments later the woman asked in a deep voice, ‘Got a 
cigarette.’ 

‘Sorry I don’t smoke,’ Laura replied, feeling slightly intimidated by the woman’s whole 
demeanour and tone of voice. 

‘Well...you’ll pretend you do, and give me your share when the screws dish out the ciggies 
tomorrow morning. Got it?’ 

After a short pause she added, ‘By the way my name is Dragon. Welcome to the gateway of 
hell.’ 

Laura’s mouth suddenly went dry. She looked at Dragon’s dark, black eyes boring into hers 
but kept quiet. As she was about to sit herself down she heard the siren, it was ear piercing. 

Dragon feeling the need to orientate Laura said, ‘Ah, this is inspection time. We need to 
stand up straight by the door; the warden is on his round.’ 

Laura stood up next to Dragon. The woman smelt like sewage but Laura was too frightened 
to say anything. She, with her hands on her sides held her breath as long as she could in order to 
avoid breathing the odour coming from Dragon, waiting curiously for the arrival of the warden. 

Although Laura’s initial encounter with Dragon gave the impression that the latter was a 
horrible person, deep down, she was not. Her real name was Jacqueline Turner, a British Jamaican 
who gunned down two men for murdering her husband on her wedding day over a £60 debt. 

Down the corridor, a huge figure dressed in a blue suit, holding a baton in his right hand, 
was trotting along slowly, accompanied by two uniformed prison officers. 

‘Oh! This is our new arrival, is it?’ the warden asked as he reached cell block 10. He stared 
at Laura for a long moment, his eyes taking in each of her features one by one. He cupped her chin 
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in the palm of his right hand, caressing it briefly before turning Laura’s face from one side to the 
other, before he said, ‘I’ll see you in my office later.” He moved to the next cell leaving Laura 
wondering why the warden wanted to see her. 


38 ok 2k 


Having heard what the warden had said to Laura, as soon as he had moved on, Dragon 
glanced at Laura and began to laugh hysterically as she went to lie down on her bed. She saw how 
the warden’s eyes had lusted over Laura. 

Laura took a long, fortifying breath and turned to go to her bed, blinking back the tears. She 
began to compare the life she had with Danny and what she could imagine it would be like now at 
Holloway. She wished she could turn back the clock but knew there was no point in crying over 
spilt milk. If she was going to survive her term in prison, she needed to keep her spirits up. 

That night Laura could not go to sleep. She kept tossing and turning, much to the irritation 
of Dragon, her cellmate with whom she did not really want to do battle. Eventually, sleep caught up 
with her. 

The night was quiet except for the occasional creaking of some loose water pipes running 
throughout the entire building. Sitting in the tower top were two armed guards keeping watch. They 
would now and then shine their huge searchlight over the building and ground creating daylight so 
that not even a leaf could escape their eyes. The weather was cold and windy; the branches on the 
surrounding trees were swinging from side to side as the wind whistled through. One of the guards 
pulled out a packet of cigarettes from his pocket, offering his colleague one, before inserting one in 
his mouth. 
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It was 6.30 A.M. exactly when the siren woke Laura up. The guards were already marching 
in the ground. Laura had fifteen minutes to attend to her personal hygiene and make her bed before 
it was time to line up to make her first phone call to her friend Desiré. 

Laura could not help but recall how one evening she was feeling bored and encouraged by 
her trusted Desiré, they had gone out together only to finish up in a casino. 

It was an experience for Laura. At the start she sat quite happily with her friend and 
watched her play Black Jack. Desiré was on a winning streak and Laura was excited for her. 
Unknown to her, Laura was being watched by someone working in the casino. Unexpectedly, a man 
had approached her and handed her a £1000 chip. Laura looked at him and said, ‘no thank you.’ 

‘Take it. Compliments of the house.’ 

She looked at her friend Desiré who winked at her and hesitantly she accepted the chip and 
started to play. Within a few minutes she had doubled her stake. Laura quit whilst she was ahead. 
Desiré accompanied Laura to the cashier where they cashed in their winnings. As they were leaving 
the casino, someone approached them. Laura recognised the person as the one who had given her 
the £1000 chip. 

‘You are a very lucky lady and happy too?’ the man said. ‘How about making me happy as 
having a drink with me, miss ...?’ 

‘Mrs actually,’ Laura retorted, pointing to her wedding ring. 

Tam sorry, he is a very lucky man too, but I am sure your husband would not mind,’ the 
man responded. ‘By the way I am Tony,’ and he offered to shake her hand. 

‘Laura... Laura Wilson,’ she responded and then pointing to her friend she said ‘this is 
Desiré, and she is also married by the way.’ 

They shook hands and walked to the bar. As they took a seat, Tony asked, ‘what would you 
married ladies like to drink? No, wait, don’t tell me, let me guess. I think you both would enjoy a 
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Martini, plenty of ice with a piece of lemon,’ he concluded. 

‘Wow, how amazing, that is exactly right.’ Laura uttered. 

‘No, maybe I am a good observer. I saw you drinking it earlier on,’ Tony revealed with a 
smirk on his face. Turning to the barman he requested, ‘Martini, ice and lemon for the ladies and a 
neat brandy for me, please.’ 

‘Two Martinis and one Brandy. That will be ...’ 

Suddenly the siren went again breaking Laura’s flashback. Her eyes travelled to her hands 
and she noticed that her wedding finger was bare. For a brief moment, her thoughts turned to Danny 
and she wondered what he was doing. 

The day went by more quickly than she could have hoped for. She was desperate to get to 
Sunday as her friend Desiré had promised to pay her a visit. She didn’t like the idea of sharing a cell 
with Dragon, but she had managed to tolerate her presence so far. The cleaning duties she had been 
allocated had kept her body and mind occupied. She was also able to get a couple of books from the 
prison library, which she took to her cell. 

Prisoners daily life took place according to a schedule which prescribed the wake-up, roll- 
calls, morning exercises, times for meals, times for escorting the prisoners to work and school and 
times for studying and working, as well as the times for sports events, telephone calls and walks. 
Laura had been given a copy of her daily schedule which she was expected to follow to the letter. 
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Two days were over and she thought that if the rest of her days went as smoothly as these, it 
would be marvellous. That night she was on her bed propped up, reading her book and occasionally 
laughing at the jokes which Dragon was making. Although some of the jokes were not funny, 
Laura made sure she laughed at the appropriate moments so as not to appear a bore to her cellmate. 
She had been experiencing stomach ache earlier on during the day, but this seemed to have eased 
off so at least something was going right for Laura as she finally decided to close her eyes. Just 
before doing so, she looked at Dragon, grateful that she too had decided to call it a day and go to 
sleep. Laura was so tired that she slept like a baby; even the intermittent snores of Dragon did not 
stop her from having a restful night. 

The majority of people tended to visit their love ones or friends on Sundays. Laura’s face lit 
up when she saw Desiré. For the purpose of security, using the intercom, Laura sat on one side of a 
counter and talked to her friend who sat on the other side. The Perspex screen separating them made 
it impossible for them to hug each other or even shake hands. 

‘How are you Laura?’ Desiré asked in a soft voice. 

‘Bearing up,’ she answered, wiping a tear dripping from the corer of her eye. 

‘Are they treating you well?’ Desiré was curious to know. 

‘So far, so good,’ Laura replied. 

‘What about the food?’ 

‘The food doesn’t taste that good. I have to force myself to eat so I don’t starve...’ She 
stared at her friend envying her well coiffed hairdo and commented, “‘you’re looking well Desiré.’ 

Desiré smiled awkwardly. 

“What have you been up to, Desiré?’ 

‘Nothing much. I don’t go out often these days.’ 

“Why is that?’ 

‘No one worth going out with...’ 

Desiré was being cautious with her answers. Laura was one of the few people she enjoyed 
going out with. She quickly change the conversation and said, ‘has Danny come to visit you yet?’ 

‘No. It is best this way. I don’t think I can face him after what I have put him through,’ a 
guilt-stricken Laura replied. 


Desiré swiftly moved the phone to her right ear and whispered, ‘I saw him with Jonathan 
yesterday in the supermarket. He said hello, but he didn’t appear to want to talk.’ 

‘Does he look well?’ 

‘Hmm...he didn’t look happy to me,’ Desiré answered. 

‘I am really amazed that he can find the time to go to the supermarket...he...we...,’ Laura 
started to say, but didn’t finish her sentence. ‘Oh well,’ she said lightly, wearing a thin smile as she 
got ready to hang up the phone. 

Suddenly she began to feel queasiness in her stomach. ‘Thank you for coming to see me 
Desiré,’ and she hang up her receiver, stood up and made her way back to her cell. 

Desiré shook her head as she watched her friend stiffly walk back to her cell. She felt the 
pain that her friend was feeling and wished there was something she could do for her. She found it 
quite strange that her friend did not even ask anything about her son Jonathan. It was as if the little 
boy did not exist. 


38 ok 2k 


As Laura walked past a trio of inmates on her way to her cell, she pretended she didn’t hear 
them whispering. Their poisonous words hurt but she ignored the pain slashing at her self-esteem 
and continued to walk on. Laura had seen them around but had never actually talked to them. The 
first woman was tall with short black hair. Her name was Neema. She was brought in six months 
ago for murdering her husband and was carrying a life sentence. The second woman looked dull, 
lifeless and definitely overweight. Her name was Natasha. Laura had noticed that she was 
frequently getting herself into trouble with the guards for bullying other inmates and pinching food 
off their plates. The third woman looked like she was from hell, frequently seen to be biting her 
nails. She was imprisoned for drug smuggling. She had already served two years of her ten-year 
sentence. Rumour had it that she was buying favours from prison officers in exchange for sex. They 
called her Randy. 

When Laura got to her cell she just threw herself on the bed face down letting the tears soak 
her bed sheets. She had never thought of herself as a slut as those women were painting her. She 
loved her husband and had only cheated on him because he had neglected her. Surely it was his 
fault for not fulfilling his husbandly duties, she reasoned. Wasn’t it? Okay, she had needs just like 
any other woman and of course a woman needs to feel love, and be loved but does that mean she 
has to cheat? What if it was the other way round? Would that have been okay with her? 

Taking a deep breath, she stood up, sopped up the wetness from her cheeks and said to 
herself, to hell with those catty women. They can say what they want. 

Laura considered her position objectively. Though she admitted having done a few things 
which society had deemed punishable, according to the law of the land, as she looked around her 
she could see there were people who had done a lot worse than her. 


38 28 2k 


Dragon could not fail to notice that Laura was unhappy. At first, she thought the reason 
Laura had been crying was because she was locked up in the house of hell. Having 
shared a cell for several days they had begun to like each other, which was quite 
unusual because the last cell mate Dragon had had, they fought like cats and dogs 


until one day Dragon decided to plunge a knife into her whilst in the communal shower. 
Consequently, she had to spend several weeks in the dark room. When Dragon heard the true reason 
for Laura crying she said, ‘I will sort them out.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ Laura asked sharply as if she could not guess. 
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“You'll see,’ Dragon replied. 

Laura found courage and asked, ‘Why are you here Dragon?’ 

‘I killed those bastards,’ she answered. 

‘Oh.’ 

Dragon took a deep breath then said, ‘I was at my wedding reception when two gunmen 
came. One of them held me at gunpoint and forced me to watch as the other shot my husband in the 
head outside in the driveway claiming he owed them £60.’ 

‘Oh my God, how terrible! Were they caught?’ 

“Yes, they were.’ Dragon paused as she re-lived that horrible moment. She could hear 
herself screaming and could not believe what her eyes were witnessing. 

Laura moved closer to Dragon; put her arm around her cell mate. “At least they got them,’ 
she quickly added, ‘I know that is not much of a consolation.’ 

‘They got them all right, until a smart arse lawyer got them off the hook on a technicality.’ 
Dragon sounded bitter. 

‘Oh No!’ 

‘For months I could not sleep. Visions of me lying down, next to my husband’s dead body 
with my head on his chest haunted me.’ 

‘T bet.’ Laura could smell the bitterness coming from Dragon. 

“We were just two people who really loved each other and had taken that move to be 
together and just a few hours later this is what I was dealing with.’ A traumatised Dragon was at 
pain to recall. 

The mother-of-seven first met Tomas Turner — a songwriter and performer — when she 
visited her parent’s home in Jamaica 11 years ago. They did not begin dating until seven years later 
when her previous marriage fell apart. At their wedding reception there was a red carpet with 
twinkling fairy light, and just 17 guests. She had picked flowers from her mother’s garden and 
Tomas had made a beautiful pathway with them. Dragon and her mother-in-law Dorothy, 80, were 
chatting in an upstairs bedroom when the two thugs had burst in. Recalling the attack, Dragon said: 
‘I was so frightened I could barely lift my head to look at them.’ 

‘So you killed them did you?’ Laura asked. 

‘When I saw them in court being allowed to walk free, I flipped. I could not believe they 
were getting away with it. I opened my handbag. It all happened very quickly. I shot both of them.’ 
Dragon sighed. ‘Premeditated double-murder the Judge said and gave me a life sentence. Double- 
murder, my arse!’ 

Laura was lost for words. Just when she thought she had had a bad break, she had found 
someone else has been dealt an even worse one. 

‘And who did you kill Laura?’ 

‘Umm...no one actually? 

‘No, I didn’t think you did,’ Dragon quickly added with a grin on her face. ‘You don’t look 
the type.’ 

‘Oh, is there a type?’ 

‘Umm...maybe not!’ 

‘I nearly did though.’ 

‘Oh, a little dark horse, are you?’ Dragon teased. ‘Come on let’s hear it then.’ 

Laura reflected for a moment. What kind of person could kill another human 
being? How angry has a person got to be to take the life of someone else? Maybe 
Dragon was right after all, it does take a particular type of person with special 
courage to murder someone. Courage that she felt she did not have. But Dragon had 
a good reason for committing murder and who could ever blame her for avenging her 
husband, especially when the law was being an ass? she thought. 
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Pondering on her situation, what good reason did I have for cheating on my 
husband? I didn’t even have the guts to shoot that bastard Antonio when he came to 
rape me in my own house. Instead, I made excuses and worst of all I ended up lusting 
over him. How dumb, how low can someone get. She mocked herself and once again, 
she felt queasiness in her stomach along with feeling more tired than usual. 

Feeling disgustingly ashamed, she avoided eye contact with Dragon when the latter asked, 
‘Are you all right?’ The troubled expression on Laura’s face said it all. After a brief pause Dragon 
said, ‘if you don’t want to talk Laura, it is quite okay.’ 

‘Umm...it’s not that...It’s...I just feel like a fool,’ Laura said as she quickly wiped off a tear 
running down her cheek. ‘I’ve messed up badly, I really have,’ a distraught Laura admitted. ‘I broke 
the cardinal rule of marriage, I cheated on my husband.’ 

‘Oh...I’m sure you had good reason.’ Dragon tried to be sympathetic. ‘But come to think of 
it, I didn’t know they sent people to prison for that?’ she joked. 

Laura smiled tightly. She finally plucked up the courage to tell her cellmate her story. When 
she had finished she gazed at Dragon and enquired, ‘You... you really must think I am a...’ 

Before Laura could finish her sentence, Dragon interrupted her, ‘I don’t judge. People do 
what they feel they have to do,’ she added softly as she reached out and gave Laura a big hug. 

With her head resting on Dragon’s shoulder, Laura said in between sobs, ‘My Danny is kind 
and smart...funny and caring...romantic and sensual, but if only he hadn’t been so hell-bent in 
forcing me to have Jonathan, I don’t think I would be in prison today.’ 

‘Hey, who wouldn’t want to make babies with a beautiful woman like you?’ Dragon 
remarked. 

‘Ugh.’ Laura smirked. 

Laura knew other women whose boyfriends or husbands didn’t want kids, had no ambition 
or played around on the side. Danny was a good man and a good husband. If he had only 
understood that his wife wanted a couple more years to explore before she settled into motherhood, 
he might have been perfect for her. 
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The next morning Dragon went to the exercise room and saw Randy using the exercise bike. 
She knew that at some point Randy would progress to the weight lifting bar. She discretely rigged 
the machine which was located in the next section of the room and left. Fifteen minutes later there 
was a loud cry coming from the room. When the guards rushed in they saw Randy lying under the 
weight bar with her chest crushed in and needing emergency treatment. Later on, just after supper 
was served, both Natasha and Neema had to be rushed to hospital for gastric lavage. They both had 
rat poison in their food. 

It did not take long for Laura to hear the news about the three women who had slagged her 
off and it didn’t take her long to figure out who did it. Whilst in the courtyard, Laura sat on a bench 
next to Dragon. 

‘Randy could have been killed,’ said Laura. 

‘Don’t tell me you feel sorry for her?’ Dragon said. 

‘No, but...did you have anything to do with it, Dragon?’ 

‘Now, what on earth makes you think that? No, I did not rig that weight machine. I wished I 
had though,’ she lied. 

‘And Natasha? And Neema?...Rat poisoning?...All too coincidental don’t you think?’ Laura 
remarked. 

Dragon shrugged her shoulders. ‘Served these bitches right.’ 
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At that very moment, driving into the courtyard was the Post Office van, which reminded 
Laura that she had not heard from her mother. The relationship between her and her mother had 
always been a good one. She had always enjoyed going shopping with her. Whenever they were in 
the shopping centre, they would sit in a café chatting together over a nice cup of tea and cake before 
returning home. When Laura was being tried in court, her mother did not attend and they had not 
seen or talked to each other since. She was not sure whether the letter she wrote to her mother had 
in fact reached her. There had been no reply from her as yet. Each time she had tried phoning her 
she got a no signal tone. Surely if something bad had happened to her mother she would have been 
told about it, right? Each morning, she had waited and prayed that her mother would write back. 
Eventually she did receive a reply from her mother but found that most of the words Mrs 
Stonebridge had written were blanked out with a black felt pen. She tried holding it up to the light 
but it was of no use. Still it was better than no response at all, she thought. 


“Jonathan is a lovely boy,” Mrs. Stonebridge wrote. “and he misses you a lot 
Laura. He is always asking me when his mummy is coming home. All I can say is 
soon. Since your departure, the boy has been staying with me after he returns from 
school. His father picks him up on his way home...” 


Laura could not read anymore. She tried to stop the tears from dropping down but her efforts 
failed. Some tear-drops accidentally fell on the letter causing a huge smudge. Part of her wanted to 
know what was going on in the outside world, but another part didn’t. She plucked up the courage 
to pick up the letter again and read the remaining contents. Most of the sentences did not make 
sense because so many words were blanked out, except for one line where her mother had written: 
“You are my baby girl and I still love you and miss you,” which touched the very core of Laura’s 
heart deeply. 

Laura took a sip of her coffee and suddenly she fell to the floor unconscious. Dragon swore 
violently under her breath when she saw Laura’s body dropping to the floor. ‘Help!’ she yelled. 
Dragon picked up Laura’s hand and felt for a pulse. When she found it, she moved her hands 
quickly down her body, searching for injuries. Her mind started to panic when she found no visible 
signs of a problem. Lifting Laura into her arms, Dragon carried her inside the closest room to her 
present position, and lowered her gently down onto a sofa. She then felt her forehead and almost 
fainted with relief herself when she saw Laura’s eyes flicker. A prison guard came. ‘She needs a 
doctor!’ Dragon snapped, holding Laura’s shoulder with one hand when she tried to sit up and 
touching her forehead with the other, trying to determine if she was sick. 

‘Stay still, Laura. The doctor is on the way,’ Dragon said quickly, soothingly. “Are you in 
any pain, Laura?’ Dragon asked gently. 

‘Pain?’ Laura asked, confused by all the commotion. ‘I’m fine. Why am I lying on this 
sofa?’ 

“You were lying on the floor in the courtyard just a moment ago.’ 

“On the floor, why?’ 

Dragon tried not to laugh at the ridiculous question. “That’s what I’d like to know too!’ 

Laura shook her head, and then had to stop as she felt dizzy. ‘I’m fine. I just feel a bit tense,’ 
said Laura. ‘The coffee made me feel sick.’ 

A smile slowly formed over Dragon’s face. She laughed out loud. 

‘What’s so funny?’ Laura asked, still trying to sit up and pushed Dragon’s hand away at the 
same time. 

The prison guard spoke to Dragon and walked away, giggling. 
“What did she say to you? What’s wrong?’ Laura asked Dragon. 
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Dragon just sat there, silent. 

‘If you’re going to simply stare at me, then I am going to go to the library. I hope it’s still 
open.’ Laura got up. 

The room started to spin and Laura fell into Dragon’s arms. Dragon sat Laura down. ‘I think 
you're pregnant.’ she said. ‘And don’t tell me you did not know.’ 

Laura was shocked. For a moment she could only stare at the expressionless face of Dragon 
as the words sunk in. 

‘No. It can’t be.’ Laura said hysterically. 

‘When was your last period, Laura?’ Dragon questioned. ‘And...Why this sudden aversion 
to coffee? Fainting even at the smell of it? All signs of pregnancy if you ask me!’ 

Laura opened her mouth to speak, and then stopped, thinking back. She calculated back and 
realised that the last time she saw her period was one week before Jonathan was kidnapped. Whilst 
the coffee aversion was sudden, the queasy stomach and tiredness? Laura knew that her periods 
were never that far off...Eight weeks? 

Shaking her head and she took a deep breath. ‘I can’t...1 must not...Oh, God!’ she said, 
bracing her hands on her head. 

‘It is Danny’s isn’t it?’ Dragon asked. 

It took Laura a long moment to get her voice under control. “No. I don’t think so.’ The pain 
obviously coming through in her voice she added, ‘The last person I had sex with was with 
Antonio, on the train to Swansea.’ 

‘What are you going to do?’ Dragon looked concerned. 

‘What can I do?’ Laura sniffed and closed her eyes, leaning her head against Dragon’s 
shoulder. ‘I certainly can’t have it.’ 

‘...Even if the baby could be your husband’s?’ 

Laura nodded. 

“You’re quite sure it is Antonio’s?’ 

Laura laughed harshly. ‘I’m pretty sure. The last time after I had slept with my husband I 
saw my period.’ 

Dragon’s hands were gently rubbing Laura’s shoulder soothingly and her chin was propped 
on top of Laura’s head. 

A prison guard came in and told Laura that the doctor was here to see her. Dragon ducked 
out. 

The doctor asked Laura a few questions and then he took out a brown paper bag. Inside was 
a box containing a pregnancy test. Five minutes later, Laura screamed and was crying at the same 
time when the doctor confirmed that she was in fact eight weeks pregnant. She looked at the 
pregnancy test and saw that the blue line was crisp and clear. There was no room for 
misinterpretation. If the results were negative, then there would be no colour at all. 
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Three weeks later Dragon and Laura were in their cell chatting aimlessly and the former 
decided to discuss what was on her mind. 

‘Are you still thinking of aborting this baby?’ 

Laura looked at her. ‘Yes.’ 

‘Then you must have it right away. You’re more than two months pregnant.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Well I’m not a doctor but I have read an article written by Dr Miriam Stoppard and 
according to her, up until three months, an abortion is usually an easy matter. Apparently, the 
embryo has not been fully formed and all that is needed is a simple curettage, but after three 
months’—there was a pause—‘it’s another kind of operation, and it becomes dangerous. The longer 
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it is left, the more dangerous it becomes.’ 
‘I’m seeing Dr Peckham--the prison doctor, again this afternoon. I’ll see what he has to say,’ 
Laura said. 
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Dr Peckham was waiting for Laura when she arrived at his surgery. After he had given her a 
thorough examination, they chatted about the abortion. 

‘If you are going to have the operation, I want you to have it now.’ Dr Peckham advised. 

Laura leaned forward. ‘What’s the baby like?’ 

He shrugged. ‘Presently it is just a lot of cells. But all the nuclei are there to form a complete 
human being.’ 

‘And what happens after three months?’ 

‘The embryo starts to become a person.’ 

‘Does it have feelings?’ 

‘It responds to blows and loud noises.’ 

Laura sat there, her eyes fixed onto Dr Peckham. ‘What about pain? Is it able to feel pain I 
mean?’ 

‘Err...I don’t really know...I guess so. But it is protected with an amniotic sac.’ Dr 
Peckham was slightly puzzled why Laura asked him that particular question. ‘It is possible that 
something can hurt it.’ 

Laura lowered her eyes and stared at the floor. She was silent and in deep thought. 

Dr Peckham studied her a moment and then said timidly, ‘Laura, if you want to keep this 
baby and are afraid to because of who the father is...’ 

She looked up, appearing quite earnest. ‘I have already told you I do not want this baby.’ 

‘Then, Laura, don’t waste any more time, have the abortion,’ said Dr Peckham. ‘If you wait 
too long you could die of unstoppable haemorrhage!’ 

‘T understand,’ Laura said in a low voice. ‘Suppose I were to have this baby, what kind of 
diet would you give me?’ 

Dr Peckham ran his fingers through his hair, confused. ‘Er...lots of protein and vitamins 
like milk, lean meat and fresh fruits.’ 

‘Thank you for your time Dr. Peckham,’ Laura said as she got up and made her way to her 
cell. 
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For the next fifteen days Laura and Dragon said very little to each other. Her friend Desiré 
had come to visit her as usual. 

‘How is Danny?’ Laura asked. 

‘T’ve met him a few times in the supermarket. He says hello but nothing much.’ 

‘And...Jonathan?’ 

‘He looks okay.’ Desiré reported. 

After a while, Laura bid Desiré goodbye and as she made her way back to her cell, Desiré 
could not take her eyes off Laura’s figure. She tried to call her friend back when a Prison Guard 
reminded her that visiting hours were over. 

For the next four weeks, Laura spent most of her time in her cell. At mealtime she made sure 
that she drank as much milk as she could get and ate lots of fresh fruits. Dragon had, on a few 
occasions, heard Laura talking to the baby. She knew it was a boy. 

‘I want you to grow to be strong,’ she said as she swallowed her milk. ‘I want you to be 
healthy and strong like your father when I kill you.’ 


As far as Laura was concerned, what was in her body was not out of love but simply a result 
of animal sex. When Antonio kidnapped her son, whatever little affection she may have had for 
him, if any, had turned to hate. Since she could not kill him and the child belonged to him, she was 
going to kill it. She kept telling herself that, “ifit was not for Antonio she would not be in prison.’ 

Dr Peckham had called for her. When she went to see him, he was concerned. He looked at 
her bulge. 

‘So, you have decided to have the baby after all?’ he asked. 

She shook her head. ‘No. I am ready for you to do it.’ 

Dr Peckham stared at her. ‘You don’t seem to have understood anything I told you. You 
have left it too late. I won’t do it and I doubt if you would find anyone who would.’ 

“You must,’ Laura insisted. 

“No. No. No.’ 

Laura rushed out of the surgery not even bothering to close the door behind her, and asked 
the guard to take her back to her cell, leaving Dr Peckham shouting almost to himself, ‘I won’t do 
it! I won’t...I won’t...I won’t. I’m not going to be responsible for your death?’ 

He knew it was too late. Laura was three and a half months pregnant. She had refused to 
listen. It was entirely her fault. 

Later that evening Laura was in her cell lying in her bed in a pool of blood, haemorrhaging. 
Her face was as white as a sheet. Dragon had shouted for help when Laura had released a loud 
agonizing cry. 

When Dr Peckham arrived, he stood by Laura’s bed and asked, ‘what happened?’ As he was 
about to ask how it happened, his eyes fell on a bloody pencil lying on the floor near her bed. The 
blood was pouring out, and he had to act quickly. Within minutes, an ambulance arrived and she 
was taken to the nearest general hospital. After five hours of medical attention, Laura was out of 
danger and two days later she was sitting up in bed able to talk. Dr Peckham had gone to visit her. 
All the doctors including Dr Peckham agreed it was a miracle that Laura was still alive. 

Laura looked at Dr Peckham and said, ‘this is only my first revenge.’ ~ 
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CHAPTER 13 


Five years had passed since Laura was imprisoned and Jonathan was frequently being reported to be 
fighting in the schoolyard with the other children, mostly because he was being picked on and was 
hearing nasty comments being made about his mother. On one occasion, he had punched a boy so 
hard giving him a bloody nose and Danny had to be called in to discuss corrective measures. His 
grades too had slumped to an all time low. Whilst the headmistress of the school was sympathetic to 
Jonathan’s situation, she was also concerned about the safety of the other children. Almost all 
parents who sent their child to the school ranged between middle and upper middle classes. They 
liked it because of its reputation for discipline and its high ratings in the league tables. It was one of 
the best private schools in that area. Danny promised the head that he would do whatever was in his 
power to straighten out his son. 

Danny knew that Jonathan would like to have his friends around for his birthday that was 
looming, and he wanted to make it a very special one to cheer him up a bit. On the big day several 
of his friends turned up to help him celebrate it, but Danny was surprised to observe that for the first 
time in twelve years, his son looked unhappy and did not bother to open the presents he had 
received. It was also quite noticeable that Jonathan had lost weight and he looked so thin that even 
Laura would have had difficulty recognizing him. 

Knowing that his son was a great fan of Leeds United, he decided to take him to see them 
playing on their home ground. Perhaps, he thought, this would bring a smile to his face and 
strengthen the good relationship, which had always existed between them. His efforts paid off for a 
brief period of time. The atmosphere at the Wilsons had changed. It was really not home anymore. 
There was a void which only Laura could fill. Father and son very rarely talked about her, and 
Jonathan still had visions of his mother being driven away in a police van. Memories of that sad day 
never left his consciousness. Whilst sitting on the carpet at his grandma’s flat his eyes hit on a 
picture of his mother and father hanging on the wall. They looked so life-like and so good together. 
He looked at his mother and recalled very well how she did not even give him a hug before walking 
away five years ago. He had felt so numb on that day that he could not even run after her. His mind 
flashed further back to the day he was locked up in that castle and remembered how scary that 
experience was. He thought that if the roof had not caved in following the explosion which pulled 
the door away from the latch, whether he would have ever come out of the basement where he was 
kept hidden. He could visualise when he was walking out of the main door of the castle, and he 
could hear his mother telling him to pull back whilst Antonio was saying, ‘let him go Laura, it 
would be easier for us to get away.’ He knew then there was something going on between his 
mother and Antonio. 

He fought hard to tear his weepy eyes away from the picture of his father and mother on the 
wall and ran into the arms of his grandma to feel the warmth of her hands around him. 

His grandmother had noticed him staring at the photograph on the wall, and when Jonathan 
had run into her arms she instinctively knew the emotional distress the boy was experiencing. 
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‘Come and give me a hand in the kitchen Jonathan, I’ve got the ingredients ready to make your 
favourite cake,’ said Mrs Stonebridge in a tender voice, leading him into the narrow kitchen. 

An hour or so later, there was a knock at the door. Maria Stonebridge looked through the 
key hole and noticed it was Danny. She let him in. Jonathan ran to his father and they hugged each 
other. 

‘Has he behaved himself Maria?’ Danny asked. 

‘He has been very good and even helped me to make some cakes,’ Maria replied cheerfully, 
winking at Jonathan. ‘And how was your day Danny?’ Maria asked. 

‘Not bad. I pushed back a dislocated shoulder of a footballer, removed the varicose veins 
that were causing problems to a middle age woman, and amputated the leg of a patient,’ Danny 
replied. 

“Yuk,’ Maria shook her head and said flippantly ‘for the life of me I do not know how you 
have the stomach to saw away someone’s leg.’ 

‘And how was your day, Maria?’ 

‘Quiet. Having Jonathan here with me made it less lonely.’ 

‘Well I am sorry, I have to take him home now,’ Danny grinned and turning to Jonathan he 
said, ‘give your grandma a kiss and let’s go.’ 
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Whilst they were in the car, Jonathan asked, ‘Dad when are we going to go and see mum?’ 

Danny was stunned. This was the first time Jonathan had ever asked this question. He turned 
his head to look at Jonathan and then quickly looked straight ahead to concentrate on his driving. 
After having reflected on how best to answer the question he said, ‘umm, I don’t think your mum 
wants to see us, but if...’ 

Before his dad could finish what he was about to say Jonathan interrupted him and said, ‘I 
think you’re right, dad. It’s just that I miss her.’ 

‘T do too, son,’ a solemn Danny replied nearly choking on his words. 
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Five years more went by and Jonathan was now in his 5" year of his Secondary Education. 
Maria Stonebridge hoped her grandson might win the coveted Scholarship. Jonathan was aware that 
his father could afford to send him to University if he failed to win a scholarship, but he had plans 
for the money his father would save each year if he was awarded free education. He had studied 
hard that year, but he had no means of knowing how well he had done when the final examination 
came to an end, as there were 250 Islington students competing for only six scholarships. Jonathan 
had to wait at least a month for the results and he was getting impatient. 

‘Patience young man,’ Maria reminded him, and wearing a straight face she added, that he 
would not have this car she had promised him if he did not come in the top three places. 

‘No sweat, grandma, I shall be first,’ a confident Jonathan replied, but as the days slipped 
away he began to regret his bragging and confided in his father during a walk in the park that he 
might have misunderstood the last question and answered it incorrectly. 

Danny’s only comment was, ‘let’s wait and see.’ 

Maria had come to spend the weekend at the Wilsons whilst her flat was being redecorated. 
They were sitting together having breakfast. Jonathan was a bit on edge as he knew the results were 
out and he couldn’t wait for the postman to arrive. 

‘Listen guys,’ Jonathan said. ‘I would like to revise my earlier statement. Perhaps I shall 
come in second,’ he ventured. 

Danny smiled as he flicked through the morning paper. ‘If you win a scholarship,’ he said, 
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‘you’ve saved me lots of money. If you come first, the savings will be much bigger!’ 

“Yes dad and I have plans for that.’ 

‘Oh, you do, do you? And may I ask what’s on your mind? 

‘If I win a scholarship, I want you to invest the money you would have saved in bonds until 
I’m twenty-one, and if I’m first I want you to do the same for grandma.’ 

‘Oh no,’ said Maria looking astonished, ‘your dad has done enough for me.’ 

‘But he needs to do more, grandma. If I finish top it will be thanks to you for getting me out 
of that rut I found myself in.’ 

‘That’s very thoughtful of you Jonathan,’ Danny said. ‘I agree to your suggestion, with one 
condition.’ 

‘What would that be, dad?’ Jonathan asked. 

‘If you should fail to get the scholarship you must sacrifice the five hundred pounds you 
have in your saving account to help pay the university fee you haven’t saved.’ 

‘Eh...,’ Jonathan hesitated for a moment, then taking a deep breath he answered: ‘Deal.’ 

Danny already knew he had lost the bet. He placed the newspaper in front of his son 
revealing a small headline that read: 


‘Surgeon’s son has won a place at ETON with £76,000 scholarship... and has his 
sights set on Oxford.’ 


e Jonathan, 17, is the son of Laura and Danny Wilson. Danny is a surgeon at Saint 
Thomas Hospital. London. 


e Hehas won a scholarship to do his A-levels at Eton starting in September. 


e The teenager plans to either do law or enter politics to help residents of his home 
borough of Islington in East London. 


Maria looked at Danny, shaking her head she said, “you knew all the time.’ 

Danny smiled as they both congratulated an overjoyed Jonathan. 

‘This calls for a celebration. Tonight all three of us shall go to the Ritz to celebrate!’ Danny 
announced. 

Suddenly the joy on Jonathan’s face disappeared. He so wished his mother was here 
celebrating his moment of success. Laura was always nagging him to study hard so that he too 
could become as successful as his dad. 

But how could he tell his mum? Laura had refused to see him. Why did she dislike him so 
much? What did he ever do to her? He didn’t ask to be born, he thought to himself. It had been so 
long since he felt the warmth of his mother’s arms around him. It was awful to know that she was 
locked up in that horrible place, with very little freedom. Not for the first time did he curse Antonio 
for coming into their lives and taking his mother away causing her to end up in prison. 

The day turned into a nightmare for Jonathan. He ran to his room with his insides churning 
painfully. He wished he could just hide somewhere. He desperately wanted to make his parents 
proud of him and fill their hearts with laughter and happiness. But there was one important person 
in his life that was not part of that moment. 

Jonathan felt his dad sitting on the side of his bed trying to comfort him. Danny said all the 
appropriate things to Jonathan. Finally, Jonathan did not want to make his dad and Grandma, who 
had done so much for him, unhappy. He dried up his tears and told his dad, ‘I’m all right dad.’ And 
they hugged each other. 

Jonathan spent all afternoon answering phone calls, mostly from his friends, congratulating 
him. One phone call was very special to him; it was from Miss Beckon, his English Language 
teacher who used to send him out of the classroom for chatting and being disruptive. 
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At 7.00 P.M. Jonathan was taken to the Ritz. As far as he was concerned, he was having a 
quiet meal with his father and grandma. As soon as they arrived at the door, the manager came to 
welcome Danny. 

‘Good evening Mr Wilson! your table is ready.’ He looked at Jonathan and asked, ‘Is this 
the boy?’ 

‘Yes this is my son,’ a proud Danny answered. 

‘Congratulations young man,’ the manager shook Jonathan’s hand, then walked them to 
their table, located in a private section of the restaurant. 

Jonathan was speechless when he saw that all of his friends who had rang him earlier on, 
were there, including Miss Beckon, some other teachers and Sister Francis - the headmistress of his 
school. 

“What would you like to drink?’ Danny asked Jonathan. 

‘What?’ Jonathan said. ‘I’ve never had a drink before.’ 

‘Keep it that way, but we’ll make an exception for today,’ his father said and led him to the 
table where all the drinks were on display. He asked the waitress for two neat whiskies, and passed 
one over to Jonathan. 

‘Bottoms up!’ Danny said. 

‘What?’ he said, unsure what he meant. 

‘Oh, just drink man,’ he said. 

Jonathan could not believe what he was hearing. He watched his father and in one gulp he 
had swallowed the whole lot. Danny looked at his son and repeated, ‘drink my young man.’ 
Jonathan plucked up the courage, took a gulp and immediately started coughing. 

“You could have taken a small sip at a time, you know,’ his father said. 

‘But you...,’ before Jonathan could finished his sentence, Danny interrupted him and said, 
‘you don’t have to copy everything I do.’ He then left his son to chat with his mates whilst he 
walked around ensuring that everyone was being looked after. Danny had made sure that there was 
plenty of food and enough drink to go round. Just before the end of the celebration, the 
headmistress decided to say a few words, followed by Danny who told everyone present how proud 
he was of his only son and thanked them for coming. The band played the Last Waltz which 
brought everyone to the dancing floor. 

When Jonathan returned home he walked slowly to his room. Having drunk quite a lot, he 
felt dizzy and sick. Maria could see that her grandson was not in a fit state and put him to bed. 
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The next morning Jonathan woke up with a terrible headache. He swore he would never 
touch another drink again. 

Entering Eton with his sights set on Oxford prompted Jonathan that there were a few things 
he needed to purchase in preparation for his studies and for his room in one of the boarding houses. 
He had also decided that when he goes to Oxford he would live off the campus in rented 
accommodation. That way he would be able to make full use of the silver BMW 24 his grandma 
had ordered for him. # 
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CHAPTER 14 


Laura had put the letter she had received from her mum under her pillow and waited for a prison 
guard to escort her to the Governor’s office as he had called for her. She was not looking forward to 
seeing him because each time they had met she could see how he undressed her with his vicious 
eyes, not to mention his countless failed attempts to grope her. 

The time of her meeting arrived. A prison guard unlocked the cell gate and said, ‘let’s go 
Laura; the Governor is waiting for you.’ 

Laura followed the guard dreading what the Governor would be saying to her. As they 
arrived at his office, the guard waved Laura to go inside. Laura walked in and stood there. The 
Governor was reading a document and without even looking at her, he ordered her to sit down. 

Laura’s whole demeanour shook at the sound of his voice. He was not as friendly as the 
previous times she had been in his office, but she supposed, having one’s sexual advances rejected 
did things to a man. 

The Governor continued to read while Laura waited and she knew it was a power show off. 
She wished he would get on with what he had to say so that she could get out of his sight. 

“Your case is coming up for review,’ the Governor said, lifting his head briefly to glance at a 
nervous Laura and then looked back at his document, crossed out a few lines with a red pen and 
then sat back in his chair ready to give Laura his full attention. 

‘When,’ Laura asked in a low voice. 

‘At the end of the month,’ he replied. “You know a few good words from me could lead to 
an early release.’ His eyes boring into her, he watched for any reaction. 

She knew what he would want in exchange, but pushed the thought right to the back of her 
mind. 

“Would you?’ Laura asked. 

“Would I what?’ the Governor said, failing to understand Laura’s question. 

“Would you put in a few good words for me,’ she uttered in a very faint voice. 

‘Well...that depends on you Laura,’ the Governor replied. 

Laura pretended not to understand. ‘I just don’t know what you mean, sir,’ she struggled to 
get her words out of her mouth. 

‘Don’t be so bloody naive,’ he snapped. 

Laura flinched for a moment and then recomposed herself. She stood up and politely asked, 
‘have you finished with me, sir?’ 

“Trying to play hard to get, are you?’ he asked smoothly with a disappointing look on his 
face. 

Laura decided not to respond and just stood there. “How dare he proposition me like that? 
Who does he think I am!” she said to herself. 

He stood up and came around the desk, slamming his office door and then walking back he 
stood very close to her, touched her chin and said, ‘no need to be frightened Laura, no one will ever 
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know,’ he said softly. 

Laura pulled herself back to regain her personal space and composure, and forced her chin 
higher. Her eyes could not meet his. Swallowing tightly, she said boldly, ‘But I will know.’ 

‘I know you are a married woman.’ After a short pause he added, ‘don’t make as if you have 
never cheated on your husband. I know you have played away.’ 

Laura watched the Governor rubbing his private part over his fly. She felt disgusted. She 
knew there was a prison guard just outside the door but she wondered if the Governor attempted 
anything, and she shouted for help, would the guard come to her rescue? She began to feel panicky. 

‘Don’t worry,’ the Governor promised her, ‘I won’t cum inside you. But if by mistake I 
should and you get pregnant, I know a doctor who’ll take good care of you.’ 

Laura turned her face away so that she did not have to look at his face. After a brief pause 
she asked, ‘can I go now please?’ 

The Governor, with his arms crossed over his chest, looked at her for a moment and then 
opened the door. ‘Guard,’ he shouted, ‘take this prisoner back to her cell.’ 

As Laura was walking out of his office, he heard the Governor mumble that he would make 
sure she served her full term. 

Laura stopped, turned her head to look at the Governor, and then asked, ‘I am entitled for a 
review, aren’t I?’ 

He looked at Laura with his wicked eyes and replied, ‘Oh, you will get one.’ The grin on his 
face was enough to indicate to Laura that she had no chance in hell of getting an early release. 
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It was a long way back to her cell. Lying on her bed Laura did not look very happy. Dragon 
knew that her cell mate had an appointment with the Governor and she was curious to know how 
the meeting went. Dragon had been in Holloway for a long time and knew of the Governor’s 
despicable behaviour. While she had wanted to do something about it, she had never been able to 
get any of the women to provide the evidence. May be this time it would be different she wondered. 

Laura told Dragon what happened and the latter said, ‘you are not the first person he has 
tried it on with. Unfortunately the others did not resist his perverted and unprofessional approach.’ 

Laura started to say something, but the siren went. It was time for them to line up in the 
courtyard for their daily exercises. Twenty minutes later Laura went to use the communal shower. 
Natasha and Neema cornered her, Natasha put her hands round Laura’s throat and was squeezing as 
hard as she could, saying ‘you bitch, we finally learnt that it was you who put poison in our 
food and now we are going to kill you.’ Laura struggled as hard as she could to free herself and 
finally succeeded. She saw Natasha making a move towards her again, without hesitation she took a 
swing and her punch landed on Natasha’s nose causing it to bleed. As Natasha was raising her hand 
to feel her nose, she noticed blood pouring out. 

“You broke my nose you fucking bitch!’ she cried out. 

She wanted to make a ferocious move on Laura but when she saw her opponent’s posture, 
she got scared. By then, two prison guards had arrived on the scene and took a protesting Laura to 
solitary confinement, where she spent seven days in a dark room. Laura later learnt that it was the 
Governor who fibbed to Randy that it was Laura who poisoned the food of those two women and 
Randy had relayed the information to Natasha. 

Laura began to wonder whether she was wise to have snubbed the Governor’s advances. 
Unknown to Laura, Dragon had already managed to persuade ten other prisoners to write down on 
paper their stories, and she had alerted her contact on the outside about the misdeeds of the 
Governor and other prison officers. The “/ndependent Commission Against Corruption (ICAC)” 
was leading an investigation into the allegations of corruptions including sexual abuse. It also 
intended to explore whether inmates were paying officers £100 to be placed in cells on their own. 


As many as four named officers were on the list of the corruption watchdog. 
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As the years went by, the number of people visiting Laura since she had been imprisoned 
had reduced. She had continued to write to her mother, Maria Stonebridge, and lately the replies 
had been sporadic. The last time she had heard from Maria was two months ago and that too was 
after three weeks of silence. Each time she was late in hearing from Maria she got worried and 
thought something bad had happened. Looking under the mattress she found the last letter Maria 
had written and pulled out an old photo of her sitting next to her mother, taken twelve years ago. 
Laura was only 30 years old then, and her mother had just touched forty-four. Laura could see she 
had aged a bit and Maria even more so. Now that age had crept up on Maria, a little bit of arthritis 
had begun to attack her right-hand making it more difficult for her to hold a pen to write. 
Fortunately for her, Danny made a point of visiting her and he had always been a phone call away 
whenever she had needed help. 

As Laura stared at the photo, she could not help thinking of her youth. She even cast her 
mind as far back to when she was very little. Her mother would dress her like a little princess. As 
an eight year-old girl she was the envy of all her friends. Her father was still alive then, and being 
the only child, she was always the centre of attention. She recalled how her father enjoyed 
accompanying her to ballet lessons and whenever he went to watch cricket at the Lords cricket 
ground, Laura would quite often go with him. She also thought of a boy at school who had tried to 
kiss and fondle her. 

As the nostalgia set in, Laura pulled out a tissue and wiped a tear. The day her father died, 
Laura had just turned thirty. His car had skidded on black ice one evening whilst he was driving 
home from work, hitting against the road fence before catapulting into a precipice. He died 
instantly. His death had had a profound effect on both Laura and her mother. At one point, Laura 
felt quite depressed and started to live on Valium until Danny put a stop to it. Although 
originally it was Laura’s idea to move house, when Danny saw the mental state of his 


wife he thought that a new environment, new house and new car would cheer her up. Instead, 
Laura felt lonely and neglected as Danny begun to work very long hours to cope with the bills. 
Having to cope with a child that she did not particularly want, added to Laura’s discontent, so 
when the opportunity for a little bit of fun in the form of Antonio had presented itself she went 
against the good advice of her friend Desire, totally disregarding the long term consequences. Once 
she had set herself on the course of having an affair with Antonio, she found it almost impossible to 
stop, even though Danny had started to make time for her. 

Suddenly the siren went; Laura hurriedly put her mother’s letter and the photograph away 
and stood up at the gate of her cell ready for inspection. Her cellmate stood up too. 

‘I wonder if the warden is going to say anything to us,’ said Dragon to Laura. 

‘I can’t stand that man. He stares and sometimes I feel he is trying to read my mind,’ an 
exasperated Laura replied. 

‘Let’s hope he can’t read mine and discover what I have in store for him, because he is not 
going to like it,’ Dragon smiled as she stood to attention. 

‘What do you mean, Dragon? What are you up to?’ Laura asked. 

Dragon glanced at Laura and whispered quickly, “You’ll see.’ 
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Ten years had gone by since Laura was imprisoned. Her friend Desiré had come to visit her. 
She had brought with her a copy of the newspaper in which the announcement of Jonathan’s 
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scholarship was published. When she handed the paper to Laura, Desiré did not tell her about the 
announcement but simply said 'you may want to read this’. 

‘Thank you,’ said Laura, ‘I will flick through later.’ 

‘So what’s new?’ Desiré asked in her usual curious voice. 

‘Not a lot...Just a few proposals from the Governor.’ Laura revealed with a sarcastic smile 
on her face. 

“You’re kidding me?’ an amazed Desiré replied, ready to hear more. 

Laura told her friend about her encounters with the Governor and how she was having to 
battle through to maintain whatever dignity and self-respect she had left in her. 

‘He should be reported, the filthy beast,’ said Desiré meaning every word of it. 

“We, in here, are society’s rejects, Desiré. No one gives a rat’s arse about what happens to 
us in this place,’ an angry Laura whispered gritting her teeth. 

‘But I do!’ replied Desiré instantly as she took a tissue from her handbag to mop a tear in the 
corner of her eye. ‘Peter knows someone in the legal profession who would be interested in hearing 
your story,’ she added. 

‘Look,’ Laura whispered, ‘I have already spent one week in solitary confinement, had two 
women try to kill me and have had my privileges taken away, don’t you think I’ve got enough 
troubles? ‘Let me talk to Peter and I won’t do anything before checking with you first, I 
promise,’ a concerned Desiré said. 

The other visitors were starting to leave and Desiré decided to follow suit. « 
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CHAPTER 15 


Laura’s parents William, and Maria Grazia Stonebridge and her mother’s family, the Trecarichis, 
were well respected families. Laura’s father was the manager of a well-known bank in the city of 
London. She was their only daughter and her future was always assured and safe. It was very 
comforting to have been born and grow up in a family where everything was plentiful. 

Her parents got on well with each other and they both loved her very much, though Laura 
was closer to her mother than to her father. She had always admired the way her parents would 
handle minor marital problems, and always wished she would be able to do the same with her own 
when the time came. When her father died suddenly in a car crash, Laura witnessed the effect it had 
on her mother and she made a point of being there for her. Her parents had taken several trips 
abroad together but since William's death, Maria had lost her appetite for travel but loved going 
shopping with her daughter and sitting in a café somewhere enjoying a nice afternoon out. When 
Laura was imprisoned, Maria could not bear to come and visit her daughter in prison but would 
write as often as she could and took a closer interest in her daughter’s son Jonathan, until he went to 
university. On the suggestion and encouragement of her son-in-law Danny, Maria decided to go to 
Rome to visit relatives. She had written to Laura to tell her about the trip and about her intention of 
taking a cruise on the Mediterranean Sea. Due to a postal strike the letter reached Laura long after 
her mother had already departed which peeved Laura a bit as she would have loved to have wished 
her mother an enjoyable trip. Laura had travelled on cruise ships with her parents many times 
before, and she knew from experience how nice the service was and the safety aboard these cruise 
ships had always been first class. 

Laura wished she was not locked up in the house of hell they called prison, as taking a trip 
down the Mediterranean Sea was the kind of distraction that she would have wanted in her life and 
given that mother and daughter got on well with each other they would have certainly enjoyed each 
others company. Laura could not wait for her mother to come back and tell her all about her trip. 
She had to be patient as Maria was gone for a month and she was not due back until 12" of April 
which would be two days before her birthday. 

Laura had hoped that her mother would write her a letter whilst she was out of the country 
as she did look forward to hearing from her. But with no letters to read it gave Laura an opportunity 
to catch up with her reading of the Agatha Christie’s novel 4.50 from Paddington. 

Reading, especially a good murder mystery book, helped Laura to pass the time. She had 
read almost all of the Agatha Christie books she could find in the prison library. 
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On 12" of April, Laura could hardly wait for the evening to come so that she could line up 


to make a phone call to her mother. As it was a Sunday, her friend Desiré came to visit her. As soon 
as she set eyes on Desiré, she could see tears coming out of her friend’s eyes. Without knowing why 
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her heart skipped a beat. 

‘Good lord, what’s up?’ Laura asked, instinctively reaching for the newspaper she noticed 
Desiré was holding in her hand. 

Desiré held tight to it for a moment and then handed it to her. Laura saw the headlines as she 
unfolded it. The Italian cruise ship Costa Concordia had capsized and sunk after striking an 
underwater obstruction off Isola del Giglio, Tuscany. Laura knew her mother was among the 3,206 
passengers the paper said the ship was carrying whilst on its first leg of a cruise around the 
Mediterranean Sea. Mrs Stonebridge had picked up the ship at Civitavecchia in Lazio. Laura’s eyes 
opened wide as she quickly read through the details. 

When the ship had made contact with an object on the sea floor, water flooded the engine 
room causing a temporary power blackout. After an hour of drifting, Captain Francesco Schettino 
ordered evacuation. Following an alert, vessels were sent to the rescue and most passengers were 
brought ashore. The paper did not give any information about fatalities and survivors. Her hands 
began to tremble. She looked at Desiré, as if to ask her to tell her whatever more she knew but all 
she got from her was silent terror. A tearful Laura wondered what had happened to her mother. She 
prayed that her mother was one of those lucky passengers who had been brought ashore and that she 
was safe and sound. Desiré promised to find out as much as she could and would talk to her the next 
day. 

As Desiré was driving home she saw a newspaper boy on a street corner, calling out the 
latest news. He was waving a more recent edition of the paper, and she stopped the car and bought 
one. 

The paper reported that 32 lives had been lost but it was likely to be higher, as much as 40 
were missing and there was still no news about survivors. 

Desiré drove directly to the Information office for more news about Mrs Stonebridge. It did 
not occur to her that they may not give her any information as she was not the next of kin. When 
she got to the Information office there were hundreds of people pushing and screaming to get in. 
Desiré couldn’t think how she could carve a way through. Somehow she managed it and finally she 
was inside. She explained that she was a good friend of the daughter of Mrs Maria Grazia 
Stonebridge who was a passenger on the ship that had gone down, and Maria Grazia’s only 
daughter and also next of kin was in prison and she was the only source of information for her. A 
frenetic clerk noted the name, and directed her to a wall outside where a list of survivors had been 
posted. Written in red bold letters at the bottom of the list that it was still incomplete, which gave 
hope to people for the names they did not see. 

Desiré heard one of the clerks saying to another person that an updated list would hopefully 
be available in a few hours. There was pandemonium around, people were shouting, crying, sobbing 
and some were still fighting and pushing their way in. It was simply chaotic. 

Suddenly a voice came through on the loudspeaker. 

‘They picked up one last survivor at 6.00 P.M. this evening,’ the clerk said with a trembling 
voice. ‘We should have the name of that person in a couple of hours.’ 

Just about the same time, someone had managed to pick up a radio station on his phone and 
a reporter on the scene was saying that there was panic, he could hear dishes crashing to the floor, 
and see people running, some falling down the stairs, others were screaming to be rescued before 
they died and several bodies floating in the water were being pulled out. 

Desiré went to sit in her car to wait for the name of that last survivor and hoping desperately 
that it would be Mrs Stonebridge. She sat quietly in the car, thinking what her friend Laura must be 
going through. 

Three hours later, there was still no news about that last survivor. As it was already 9.00 
P.M. Desiré reluctantly decided to go home. In the car, driving off, she put the radio on to 


make sure she did not miss any news announcement that may come up. 
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That afternoon Laura had stayed in her cell waiting impatiently for more news about her 
mother. She did not eat or drink that day. She wanted to make a phone call to Desiré to find out if 
she had more information but she could not as she had already used her one phone call for that day. 
She stayed awake almost all night willing that her mother would be safe and sound. 

The next morning Desiré made her way back to the Information Office and everyone was 
told that the list of survivors had been updated and was now complete. A few bodies were still 
being recovered from the freezing waters. They had to wait a further three days for DNA analysis to 
confirm the names of the dead bodies. 

Desiré checked the updated list of survivors three more times just to make sure she had not 
made a mistake, still unable to trust her eyes she turned to the gentleman next to her and when he 
confirmed that he too could not see the name of Maria listed, her face could not hide her 
disappointment. 

Three days later Desiré made her way to Holloway fighting the traffic jam and despite her 
best efforts, she got there fifteen minutes before visiting hours were over. As an impatient and 
already distressed Laura was told of the latest news, she burst into hysterical tears. 

‘No! No!’ Laura cried, ‘it can’t be true. Oh God, tell me it is not true...!’ She refused to 
believe that her mother was dead. ‘Are you sure there is no mistake Desiré?’ 

Desiré nodded. 

‘Here are the names of those who are dead,’ she told a broken-hearted Laura. 

They both sat there saying very little to each other, and just cried a lot. There were no words 
to soften what had happened. 

Finally visiting hours were over, the prison guard asked Desiré to leave whilst a distressed 
Laura made her way back to her cell. For the next two days she was permitted to stay in her cell as 
she had chosen to do. So Dragon was the only person she could speak to, in her shock and state of 
grief. Laura ate almost nothing. Even Dragon started to cry with her at some point. After Dr 
Peckham had visited Laura, she finally came out of her cell to get some fresh air. Dragon was 
surprisingly very supportive to her and indicated how sorry she was about what had happened to 
Laura’s mother. 

Some news was still coming through in dribs and drabs describing how the passengers on 
the ship had been in the dining hall when there was a sudden, loud bang, which a crewmember 
ascribed to an “electrical failure”. Passengers were told that everything was okay and under control 
and vain attempts were made to stop them panicking. The president of Costa Cruises, Gianni 
Onorato, later said normal lifeboat evacuation became “almost impossible when the ship quickly 
lifted approximately 20 degrees to the starboard side creating problems in launching the lifeboats.” 

There were also reports coming through that three people drowned after jumping overboard 
and another seven were critically injured. One hundred people were plucked from the water and 
sixty others who were trapped in the boat, were saved. 
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Later on an enquiry revealed that Captain Schettino left the ship and Coast Guard, Captain 
Gregorio Maria De Falco repeatedly told Schettino to return to the ship from his lifeboat and take 
charge of the ongoing passenger evacuation. Schettino was arrested on preliminary charges of 
manslaughter in connection with causing a shipwreck, failing to assist 300 passengers, and failing to 
be the last to leave the wreck. He was later charged with failing to describe to maritime authorities 
the scope of the disaster and abandoning incapacitated passengers. Other crew members were also 
found guilty for offences like manslaughter, negligence and shipwreck. 

Dragon sat for hours patiently listening to a grief-stricken Laura who wished she had been 
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with her mother on that ship, reckoning that that way her life too might have been taken giving her 
eternal peace. Finally as dawn streamed into the cell, at last, with a sigh, Laura fell asleep. 
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There were several funerals that week in London and elsewhere. More stories were being 
told in newspapers and some of the accounts were shocking. Captain Schettino had stated that, 
before approaching the island, he turned off the alarm system for the ship’s computer navigation 
system. “I was navigating by sight because I knew those sea beds well,” he said. “I have done the 
move three or four times,” he had told investigators, and added that when he saw waves breaking on 
the reef he turned abruptly, swinging the side of the hull into the reef. He admitted that he made an 
error of judgement. A passenger’s video showed panicked passengers in life jackets being told by a 
crew member that “everything was under control” and that they should return to their cabins. No 
lifeboat passenger evacuation drill had taken place for approximately 600 passengers who embarked 
the ship at a later stage. 

Danny was left to plan his mother-in-law’s funeral in infinite detail. The service was held at 
Islington Catholic church, which had been Maria’s wish. 

The service was sombre and dignified, with lots of mourners there to pay their last respects, 
including Laura and Dragon were allowed to attend escorted by two non-uniform prison officers. 
Laura saw Jonathan rest a wreath on his grandma’s coffin. 

Whilst in church it was the first time Laura had set eyes on her son Jonathan and husband 
Danny since she had been imprisoned eleven years ago and although she sat on the same row in the 
front bench, she did not sit next to them. At one point Jonathan turned to his side to look at his 
mother but could only see the right side of her face. Although Laura could feel that her son was 
looking at her, she felt so ashamed and disgusted with herself that she just could not bring herself to 
look at him. 

Once the service was over and they were out of the church, Danny moved hesitantly towards 
Laura unsure if she would talk to him. For a split second they stood facing each other, a couple of 
feet apart. They had not been that close to each other for eleven long years. Danny wanted to open 
up his arms. He thought about it and then decided not to. Instead he said, ‘Hello.’ His mouth felt 
dry. 

Her eyes fixed on him, Laura said, ‘you’re looking well,’ not quite believing they were 
standing next to each other. 

‘I’m glad they allowed you to come and pay your respects.’ 

‘It was a nice service. Thank you for organising it.’ 

‘It’s the least I could do. She was a remarkable woman,’ Danny said, feeling slightly 
relaxed. 

“Yes she was,’ Laura agreed with him. 

Noticing a tear in the corner of Laura’s eye, Danny slipped out of his pocket his 
handkerchief and handed it to her. He desperately wanted to wipe the tear away himself and hold 
her in his arms, but he was not sure how she would react. 

‘Thank you,’ said Laura as she stretched out her right-hand to take the handkerchief from 
him. Whilst she was drying the tear she added, ‘I messed it up, didn’t I?’ 

Danny shook his head. ‘No. WE did.’ 

‘Please don’t hate me,’ Laura said. Her voice sounded quite apologetic. 

‘I don’t hate you Laura.’ he shrugged. 

Laura found that hard to believe. “Who does he think he is kidding?” She told herself. “I 
cheated on him. Of course he hates me; he is just saying that to make me feel better.” 

All the time they were talking they could not help thinking that the years had had very little 
effect on their looks. Laura thought that Danny was just as dishy as when she first met him, and 
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Danny thought that Laura was even more beautiful now that she had matured. But neither of them 
was ready to voice their feelings. 

The conversation dried up and they just looked at each other. It was getting colder than ever. 
Laura’s long woollen scarf lay loosely around her neck. Still looking at her, Danny took both ends 
and wrapped them around once more, moving close enough to her that she could feel his warm 
breath on her face. He did not let go straight away. Then Danny suddenly remembered: 

“Your mother left something for you,’ Danny told Laura. 

‘Oh! What is it?’ 

‘Her shawl...She knew how much you loved it!’ After a short pause, he took a deep breath 
then said, ‘I will bring it to you, if you like? I’ve really enjoyed seeing you.’ 

‘I don’t know,’ she hesitated. 

“What don’t you know?’ 

‘...whether you should come to see me.’ 

‘Is that really such a bad idea?’ Danny asked in the soft voice he used whenever he wanted 
something badly. 

Laura was quick to detect it. “Not yet.’ But she was not sure when. 

The magnetism that had always been there — from the first day they met at the Battersea boat 
show...was still there. However, it was quite noticeable that she did not once ask about Jonathan. 

Laura joined Dragon who was waiting for her a few yards away, and they went outside to 
read some of the messages on the wreaths that had been placed on the grass in a specially dedicated 
place. When she got to Jonathan’s wreath and read his message, she just burst out crying, turned to 
the guards, and said, ‘please take me back now.’ 

Jonathan was nearly twenty years old and that night when everyone had left, he looked 
shattered beyond belief. He never really felt he had a mother and the fact that his mother had not 
even bothered to talk to him made it even more painful, and now having lost a grandma he adored 
and who adored him, he felt life had dealt him the worst cards he could have wished for himself. 

Danny was seriously worried about his son. It was a great relief to Danny when two weeks 
after the funeral Jonathan had picked himself up, and was ready to resume his university education. 
He had thought long and hard and had come to terms with whatever little hope and desire he had of 
ever having a relationship with his mother was gone, possibly forever. 
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When Laura was back in her cell, Dragon chose her moment carefully and asked Laura what 
was the message that Jonathan had attached to the wreath that had made her cry so much. Laura 
braced herself. Hesitantly she pulled the card, that she had ripped off the wreath, out of her pocket 
and showed it to Dragon. It read: “You were the only true mother I ever had, Rest In Peace,” 

Dragon was lost for words as she raised her eyes to look at a grief-stricken Laura. 

The tragedy had hit lots of families around the world. Continuing reports of the 
incompetence of some crew members aboard the Costa Concordia was increasingly disconcerting. 
The ship’s priest said he was among the last to leave the ship. The deputy-major of Isola Del Giglio, 
Mario Pellegrini, who went on board as part of the rescue operations, praised the ship’s doctor and a 
young Costa Concordia officer, the only officer he met on board, for their help. He and the young 
officer, Simone Canessa, were “shoulder to shoulder” until 05.30. One of the missing crewmen, a 
waiter, was last seen helping passengers. The nationality of all crew aboard had not been 
enumerated, but it consisted of citizens of 20-40 countries. Some were Italians (including the 
captain and all the officers), but 202 Indians and 296 Filipinos made up approximately half of the 
personnel. Other nationalities included 170 Indonesians, 12 British nationals, 6 Brazilians, 3 
Russians and an unspecified number of Colombian, Peruvian, Spanish, Honduran and Chinese. 

‘I hope that Captain got a life sentence for causing the deaths of so many innocent people,’ 
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said Dragon. “Here is one piece of news that you probably don’t know: The ICAC has suspended 
four of the prison guards and the Governor is under investigation,’ she concluded. 

“What? How did that come about?’ a shocked Laura asked. 

‘Well,’ Dragon explained, ‘I managed to inform a contact of mine on the outside that I had 
written statements from inmates...yours included. A representative from the ICAC...’ 

‘ICAC?’ Laura interrupted. 

‘Oh, sorry, I mean the Independent Commission Against Corruption. A woman came round 
and I managed to give her all the statements I had collected.’ 

‘There will be a great cover up, you’ll see,’ a sceptical Laura responded. 

‘I hope not,’ Dragon countered. « 
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CHAPTER 16 


With Jonathan away at university, Danny had the whole house for himself. Danny’s mother-in-law 
Maria used to come at the weekend to tidy the place a bit but now that she was gone, Danny needed 
someone who could take care of the house for him. Alona Ekberg, a Swiss au-pair girl was hired 
as a live-in Maid to do the cleaning, washing, ironing, and cooking. She even did the shopping 
occasionally. 

One weekend, Jonathan came home from University to spend some time with his dad, 
unaware of Alona’s presence. He tried his key in the front door and noticed that it was locked from 
the inside. He could not see his dad’s car in the garage or anywhere around so he decided to press 
the door bell and to his surprise Alona opened the door. Although they had never met, having seen a 
photo of Jonathan in his room, Alona immediately recognised him and greeted him by his name. 

‘Hello Jonathan,’ she said, in her sweet voice. 

Jonathan was gob smacked. ‘Who are you?’ he asked staring at her beautiful blue eyes and 
blonde hair tied in a pony tail. “32, 22, 34 I would guess,” he mumbled to himself. 

‘Tam Alona,’ she answered still holding on to the door. 

His eyes fixed to hers, Jonathan softly asked with a grin on his face, ‘may I come in?’ 

Alona realised that she was in the way. ‘Oh, of course,’ she apologized as she moved aside 
to let Jonathan through. 

He went straight to his room, and after a quick shower, he came down and noticed Alona in 
the kitchen preparing dinner. The aromatic smell was mouth watering. 

‘T am starving...I can’t wait to taste your cooking,’ he said, as he lifted the lid to have a peep 
inside the cooking pot. He could not help noticing the thick gravy bubbling. 

‘What is that,’ asked Jonathan 

‘It’s Swedish meatballs. It won’t be long now,’ Alona informed Jonathan. 

‘So, what else do you do around here, Eh...?’ Jonathan wanted to know. 

‘Everything,’ she said with a cute little smile on her face. 

‘Do you live near here?’ a curious Jonathan asked. 

‘Yes,’ she answered as she tasted the food. “Hmm..., a little more salt should do it,” Alona 
told herself. 

‘Is it a secret?’ Jonathan laughed. 

‘What?’ a slightly confused Alona asked shaking her head then quickly realised what 
Jonathan was asking and replied, “upstairs...next to your room actually. I ideally wanted yours but 
your dad did not want to upset you,’ she laughed as she lowered the flame of the gas cooker and 
allowed the meatballs she was preparing to simmer. 

They were so busy chatting to each other that they did not hear someone was trying to open 
the front door. It was Danny struggling with his key in the door-lock and finally succeeding. As he 
reached the kitchen he saw Jonathan talking with Alona and he remarked, ‘I see you two have 
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already got acquainted.’ 

Jonathan went to give his dad a big hug. Dinner was served and for the first time, Danny 
invited Alona to join them on the table. Alona hesitated a bit before accepting his offer. 

After they had their desert, Danny and his son went in the lounge whilst Alona loaded the 
dishwasher and tidied the kitchen and dining area before going to her room. She was a great fan of 
the American soap Dallas which had just started. She turned on her small flat screen TV, leaving her 
bedroom door slightly ajar. Just as she sat herself on her bed she heard a gun shot coming from the 
TV screen — JR had just been shot. 

‘Oh my goodness,’ Alona shouted causing both Danny and Jonathan to run upstairs 
expecting something serious to have happened. 

When they saw Alona propped up on her bed her right-hand covering her mouth and her 
eyes fixed on the TV screen they shook their heads and grinned. 

Jonathan had grown up a bit and looked more mature. He was too busy with his studies to 
worry about girlfriends, though there were quite a few girls who were showing interest in him. 

After that day, he came home almost every weekend and spent hours talking to Alona. Quite 
often Danny would come home and find them chatting away together and really feeling comfortable 
with each other, leading Danny to tease his son about it. 

‘T think she likes you, Jonathan,’ Danny said with a smile on his face. 

‘Don’t be silly dad.’ Jonathan’s face turned slightly red at the suggestion. 

The last thing he wanted was the distraction of a woman in his life. ‘I actually think Alona is 
fond of you dad,’ he countered. 

‘She is a nice girl, but a little bit too young for me, don’t you think? Besides, don’t forget I 
am still a married man,’ Danny reminded his son. 

Danny had every intention of staying faithful to his wife even though she remained 
unwilling to see him. He was not one of those men who were always looking for any opportunity to 
play away. 

‘Alona is a good girl; she takes care of the house for me. That’s it,’ said Danny, convinced 
of what he was saying. 

There was a pause. 

‘She is younger than I am anyway, and if she is interested in anyone, it’s you,’ Danny 
added. Although Danny had to admit, there was no evidence of it. 

Alona seemed to be equally comfortable talking to father or son, and she was never 
flirtatious, just friendly. 

‘She’s not interested in me, Dad,’ Jonathan confirmed with a broad grin, ‘and she is only 
twenty years younger than you are. I think she’s a very nice person, nice personality, not to mention 
nice figure but she’s a bit old for me.’ 

‘Age is just a number! Lots of men of your age date girls her age,’ his father said quietly. 
‘She’s not that old, for heaven’s sake. I think she’s only twenty-six, if I remember correctly.’ 

‘She’s much better for you, dad.’ Jonathan laughed. 

As it was a hot, sunny day he decided to have a dip and practise his backstroke. Alona was 
upstairs in her bedroom when she heard a splash and looked out of the window and saw Jonathan 
swimming away like a pro. She was not a bad swimmer herself. She was not sure how Danny 
would feel if he saw her in the pool with his son. What she did in her private time was surely her 
business, she figured. Jonathan looked up, noticing Alona by the window. He signalled for her to 
come and join him, unaware that she did not have a bathing suit handy. Alona suddenly 
remembered that when she was tidying Laura’s wardrobe, she folded away a bikini more or less her 
size. 

Fifteen minutes later she was by the pool looking as sexy as ever in a two piece purple swim 
suit. Jonathan could not wait for her to jump in. 

‘Well, what are you waiting for, the water is nice and warm,’ he said lying through his teeth. 
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Alona closed her eyes and jumped in. There was a loud scream. ‘You rotten liar...!’ After a 
few strokes, she stopped shivering. 

They could hear music in the distance and there were also fireworks coming from the 
Freemans’ who lived three houses away from the Wilsons. Alona knew it was to celebrate the 
birthday of one of the Freeman daughters. Jonathan vaguely remembered them. After a while they 
came out of the water and lay face down on the deck chair, soaking in the sun. Alona not wanting to 
have a strap mark on her back decided to loosen the lace that was holding her bikini top together. 
With her head turned sideways, she could see Jonathan applying sun tan cream on his body. Much 
to her surprise, Jonathan offered to put some cream on her body too. She was touched by the 
thoughtful gesture but politely declined. She had no romantic interest in him, but liked talking to 
him and enjoyed his company. 

I wonder why a handsome boy like Jonathan does not have a girlfriend, Alona mused, as she did 
her bikini top up, turned onto her back, pulled her sun glasses over her eyes and lay there allowing 
the sun to tan her stomach. A moment later, the two of them went in the house chatting amiably 
about their likes and dislikes feeling perfectly at ease with each other. 

‘I'd better get out of this bikini before your dad comes home and sees me in it,’ Alona said. 

“Why would he object?’ 

‘It belongs to your mum,’ a shocked Jonathan replied. ‘I would never have guessed.’ 

Although Jonathan was not upset by Alona’s actions he could see how his dad could take 
offence. 

Alona went upstairs, took a quick shower and came down fully dressed. Whilst she went 
into the kitchen to make a pot of tea, Jonathan went upstairs to change. When he returned to the 
lounge he saw Alona sitting there waiting for him to share a cup of tea and biscuits. 

‘So, what made you decide to be an au-pair?’ Jonathan asked. 

‘It was the only way I could get a permit to come to England, but really I would like to be a 
doctor,’ she said honestly, not afraid to be candid with Jonathan. 

She felt as though she could tell him anything and he would not laugh at her. 

Jonathan was surprised that Alona was a far more ambitious person than he had guessed, 
and he could see from the look on her face that she was serious. ‘That’s a very worthy ambition,’ he 
said, ‘how serious are you about it?’ 

‘I am forever borrowing medical books from the public library. Now all I need to have is 
enough money to attend medical school.’ 

“Well when you have been in this country long enough you may be able to apply for a grant 
from the council. As for me I never wanted to be a lawyer,’ Jonathan admitted. “When I was about 
eight I wanted to be a boxer and later on I thought being a magician would be more advantageous to 
me,’ he added. 

‘A boxer?’ Alona repeated, wearing a smile on her face. 

‘Yes. There were lots of bullies in my school and I was always getting into fights with 
them.’ 

‘And why a magician?’ a curious Alona asked. 

‘My teacher was forever giving me extra homework as punishments. I figured if I could do 
magic I would be able to make all the bullies and extra home works disappear!’ 

Alona laughed. 

‘T don’t know if I should believe you. I think you must have been a very good student to 
have won a scholarship to Eton,’ she added, kindly. 

Jonathan’s eyes shone brightly as he heard Alona’s comment on his scholarship. He did feel 
proud of his achievement. Looking straight at Alona he said, ‘may be one day you will get one too, 
so you can pursue your ambition. But do you have a plan B?’ 

‘Yes. To follow the road my mother would like me to.’ 

‘And what might that be?’ 


‘To get married and have lots of children!’ she replied and then smiled broadly. 

Without thinking, Jonathan hugged her, just as he would a big sister. She felt like that to 
him. A nice friendly bond was developing between them. 

‘I guess even if you didn’t win a scholarship,’ she said, ‘your parents would still have been 
able to pay for you to attend law school.’ 

Jonathan nodded in agreement. 

‘What about you? Couldn’t your parents help you to attend medical school?’ 

There was a big pause. 

Alona took a deep breath and then said, ‘when I was only four years old, one morning my 
father just walked out on my mother and I, leaving us to struggle to make ends meet,’ a sad looking 
Alona revealed. 

Jonathan suddenly thought of his own mother, remembering how he felt when he saw her, 
without even giving him so much as a hug walked away to the police van almost thirteen years ago. 
How could a mother or father do such a thing, he asked himself. 

Danny returned home. 

“What have the two of you been talking about?’ he asked with interest. 

‘Oh the usual, parties and this and that,’ Jonathan said as he glanced at his watch. ‘Oh, no, I 
did not realise it was so late.’ He rushed upstairs to collect his things together to go back to his own 
flat, whilst Danny went upstairs to his study. 
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When Jonathan got back, his flatmate, Andrew Truman, had just arrived. They enjoyed 
sharing the flat. Andrew was a young man of substance, whom everyone admired. 

‘How was your weekend?’ Jonathan asked him. 

They were both very intelligent young men, and their good looks made it all easy for them 
to have all the women they could choose, but with them their studies took priority. 

‘Boring,’ Andrew said honestly. ‘How was yours?’ 

Andrew found social gatherings somewhat tedious and preferred his own company reading a 
good thriller and discussing politics with other like-minded individuals to flirting with girls. 

‘I had a nice time with a young Swiss blonde who wants to be a doctor,’ Jonathan replied, 
grinning, and Andrew laughed hysterically. 

‘What,’ Andrew said with his mouth wide open. ‘Blonde and brain just do not go together. 
She must be trying to impress you. Watch out!’ 

‘Fear not, I will,’ said Jonathan, shaking his head, as he started to climb the stairs to his 
room.’ 

Jonathan and Andrew later on joined each other in the lounge watching a video for the rest 
of the evening whilst discussing the crisis in Iraq, which disturbed Andrew. He had always 
disapproved of the Anglo-American invasion of Iraq. Jonathan was always happy to talk to him. 
Being two future lawyers they thrived on good high level discussions. 

‘Changing the subject, tell me more about that Swiss blonde,’ Andrew requested. 

‘She is really quite sweet. My dad has hired her as a live-in au-pair...’ 

‘That’s more like it,’ Andrew said positively. 

It was coming close to midnight. Andrew yawned as he switched off the video. 

‘What did you do that for?’ Jonathan objected, ‘you made me miss the best bit.’ 

Andrew smiled at him. ‘The guy gets shot man,’ Andrew said flippantly as he got off the 
settee, adding, ‘it’s late, and if we don’t get to lectures in time tomorrow, we will be the ones who 
get shot. 
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That night, unlike any other night, having noticed that Danny was working late in his study; 
Alona decided to make two cups of coco and took one to him before taking herself to bed. 

‘Thank you,’ said Danny to Alona, ‘this is very thoughtful of you.’ 

Alona smiled. “Good night Mr Wilson,’ she said in a sweet voice. 

‘Good night.’ Danny stopped writing and watched her as she walked out of his study. It was 
the first time he had seen her in a negligee and it was quite a treat since Alona had a very nice figure 
and looked quite sexy in the black silk negligee she was wearing. From the time his wife had gone 
to prison he had not looked at any other woman in a sexual way. He quickly shook his head and 
continued writing the report he was preparing on a patient for an Insurance company. 

Alona was feeling playful. The last time she was in a meaningful relationship 
was several years ago. After leaving Danny’s study she went straight to her room, 
switched on the TV and watched the CNN news. Sitting on her bedside table was a 
glass of red wine which she normally liked to take as it helped her sleep. Indeed after 
a short while she had fallen asleep. 

Later a noise from the TV woke Alona up and she found she had left it on, and 
the station it was left on had gone off the air. She put the bedside lamp on, picked up 
the remote control and switch off the TV. Feeling parched, she went downstairs to the 
kitchen and made herself a cup of tea. Once she had finished drinking the tea, she 
washed the cup and made her way back upstairs. On her way back to her room she 
noticed the door of Danny’s bedroom was partially opened and he was in bed. He’d 
fallen asleep half sitting up, with his bedside lamp on. Lying on his bare hairy chest 
was an opened book. For a moment she stood there watching his chest moving up and 
down as he breathed. His eyelids flickered intermittently like he was having a dream. 
Alona picked up the book, closed it, and put it down on his bedside table. She then 
stretched her hand to the wall and switched off the bedside light. It was almost five 
o’clock in the morning and the early light coming from outside cast a soft glow in the 
room. She decided to remove her negligee, undid her bra, pulled down her G-string 
and slid under the bed sheet cover to lie naked next to Danny. Resting her head on his 
chest and her forearm over his stomach she listened to the regular beats of his heart, 
feeling completely relaxed. 

A half-asleep Danny moved his right arm over Alona’s shoulders and using the other he 
gently pulled her up onto his warm naked stomach until her entire body was lying on top of him. 
After a moment or two, his hands travelled slowly down her back to rest on her behind. She could 
feel his manhood hardening beneath her. She had wanted him from the first day she’d come to work 
for him but she had never had the courage to make a move towards him. But here she was at long 
last. 

Unconsciously, Danny’s hips began to push up rhythmically into Alona. Feeling aroused she 
moved her hands round his neck and brought her mouth on to his and started to kiss him. He 
responded. 

Alona dug her hands on his chest and pushed herself up, and away from him. ‘Danny,’ she 
whispered. 

He instantly opened his eyes sleepily. 

‘Danny, it’s me, Alona.’ 

‘What?’ He opened his eyes wide. She looked so desirable, so tempting, yet he felt 
disappointed it was not Laura. 

‘I want you, Danny, I want you now. Please.’ Her eyes were glazed with desire. She moved 
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her mouth towards his to kiss him but he would not have it. 

‘I can’t just do this... It’s not right,’ Danny said as he gently moved Alona off him and 
added, ‘I’m sorry.’ 

She could not understand why not. 

‘Oh yes you can,” she said dismissively and took his hand and placed it on her breast. 

He left it to rest there for a moment before saying, “No, no, no, I can’t,’ raising his voice 
slightly as he once again pushed her away gently. 

Furious, she got out of his bed, turned round briskly and stared at him for a moment then 
angrily said, “you think I’m not good enough for you?’ 

‘No...’ Danny shook his head. 

“Because I threw myself at you...!’ 

‘No.’ 

‘...you think I threw myself at you...that’s it!’ she shouted as she bent down to pick up her 
G-string which was lying on the floor and slipped it on. 

‘No.’ 

Still angry she said, “you probably want Laura.’ Alona sounded very sure of herself. 

‘No.’ 

“You can’t handle a real woman...’ her voice got louder, “you want all of them to be shy...!’ 

Danny sat up on his bed as he was lost for words. 

Alona grabbed her nightdress off the floor and as she was about to make her way out of the 
room she uttered, ‘you know, I don’t come on like this for anyone.’ She was full of anger and 
resentment. 

Danny jumped out of bed, rushed towards her, grabbing her by the arms tried to make her 
understand that he did not think any less of her, ‘Alona, I believe you...’ 

Her eyes boring into his, she replied, “who cares?’ She immediately detached herself from 
his hands, walked out of his room, slamming the door behind her. 

How could he turn down such an offer? How could any man turn down a woman who was 
ready and willing, especially one who was as gorgeous as her? It seems there were men who would 
not just make love to a woman unless they really felt something. 

A bruised and deflated Alona, once she was back in her room, packed her bag and as she 
was carrying it downstairs, Danny, hearing footsteps, came out of his room and saw her. 

He rubbed his eyes and when he spoke his voice was tired, and annoyed. 
‘What’s going on?’ 

‘Tm off.’ 

‘Off where? Come and sit down, Alona. We must talk.’ 

‘What’s there to talk about?’ 

‘Please come and sit down,’ Danny said in a calm voice. 

‘I don’t want to sit down. To be honest with you, I don’t much want to talk,’ Alona replied, 
not sounding very happy. 

‘I just want to know what’s going on.’ 

‘T’m leaving,’ Alona answered. 

‘T can see that.’ 

‘No, leaving, leaving this house for good.’ 

Danny was shocked. He grabbed the suitcase and carried it for her downstairs much to 
Alona’s surprise. Suddenly she thought may be she should listen to what her boss had to say. She 
stepped into the lounge with him and they sat down opposite each other. 

‘T’m very sorry I rejected your advances earlier on. I had to, I just couldn’t...’ 

‘I understand. It’s your wife isn’t it?’ 

He nodded. 
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‘I like you; I think, besides being handsome, you are a very decent man. I just 


thought...’ 

“What did you think?’ 

She hesitated for a moment. 

‘Well, I...I could see you have not felt the warmth of a woman for a long time, I just...’ 

“That’s very nice of you Alona. I just want you to know that you are a_ very desirable 
woman.’ 

“You really think so?’ 

‘T really do.’ 

‘But after what has just happened I can’t stay here.’ 

‘Nonsense! Of course you can. Besides where would you go?’ 

‘Umm...I... I don’t know.’ 

“Well, I know...’ said Danny sliding forward on his sofa, ‘you have a nice room upstairs.’ 

Alona smiled. Of all the reactions she might have expected, this was the least likely 
scenario. Of all the years she had worked for Danny, she had expected him to fire her. To avoid a 
second humiliation she wanted to leave although she had no where to go, other than returning to her 
home country. 

‘Can I say something Mr Wilson?’ 

‘Call me Danny, please. What is it you want to say?’ 

‘Em...Danny...Em, I just want to tell you that...that you are a remarkable man Mr Wilson.’ 

Danny smiled. “Thank you, Alona.’ After a short pause Danny said, ‘Any chance of some 
breakfast Alona?’ 

‘Coming up right away Mr Wilson, just give me a moment to put my suitcase upstairs.’ 2 
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CHAPTER 17 


After a rough night, Laura got up with a splitting headache. She just could not get over the death of 
her mother, who besides her friend Desiré, was the only other link she had on the outside. As she sat 
in her cell brooding over her lot she wondered how different her life would have been had she ran 
away to Italy with Antonio, when he had first asked her to. After all, her mother was Italian and she 
was born there. However she left when she was only seven years old when her parents immigrated 
to England. Life could not have been as bad as she was experiencing in that redbrick Holloway 
prison surrounded by people who had been there before and knew how to work the system and the 
guards, whilst she knew nothing. 

Each day she wondered if she would ever make it to the next. One thing was certain; she 
knew she needed to stay safe and alive, which was not an easy feat when one was surrounded by 
psychopaths, drug addicts, sexual perverts and the lowest of the low that were ready to have their 
pound of flesh. Laura kept deceiving herself by believing that someone in that prison needed her, 
which was why perhaps life had thrown her that curve ball. 

As she lay on her metal bed in her minuscule, cinder-block cell roughly eight feet by eight 
feet, she tried for about the nine millionth time to wrap her head around the fact how she got there. 
Nearly thirteen years ago she was a young housewife living in a plush house with a very successful 
husband and a brilliant child, not to mention a maid to assist her with her house chores, but 
unfortunately that was not good enough and she needed more excitement in her life. Whilst 
searching for that extra something to spice up her life, she had ended up inviting trouble into her 
life and had messed everything up. 

Sitting in her cell she cast her mind back to 8 October 1999, when she found 
herself in the criminal courthouse in London where she was formally sentenced. With 
her eyes closed she could visualised the courtroom which looked like something 
straight out of Law and Order, with old-fashioned wood-panelled walls, wooden pews, 
and a sign above the judge’s head that said “In God We Trust”. She laughed and 


began to question her own faith, though she was not that much of a religious person. 

For thirteen long years, memories of that day when she stood there lying to the husband she 
had always adored by saying she did not love him anymore continued to haunt her. 

She painfully recalled how humiliated she felt when the police handcuffed and escorted her 
to the security van and seated her with prostitutes and drug addicts staring at her. As the vision of 
that moment replayed vividly in her mind, it seemed like a bad movie or a nightmare — not anything 
real, but as she stood up and looked around in her cell the reality hit her. 

Deafening her ears was a female prisoner in the opposite cell who had just arrived clutching 
at her cell gate, shouting profanities and asking to be let out. ‘Alex!’ the prisoner was shouting, 
“Just you wait until I get out of here you bastard.” She later learnt that Alex was no other than the 
woman’s husband who had cheated on her with her sister, and then framed her for a murder she did 
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not commit. 

As Laura moved herself closer to her cell gate she could hear the voice of a female prison 
officer, coming from further down the corridor shouting at another new arrival. 

‘Strip naked and squat,’ said the officer in a stern voice, holding a truncheon in her hand. 

Laura could not understand why the prison officers were making the woman squatting 
naked. But later on she learnt that the reason for it was that any contraband a person might be hiding 
inside her would tumble out. 

Memories of her own arrest, flooded back. 

‘Sit down here,’ she recalled the prison guard saying to her, pointing to a computerized 
chair called B.O.S.S. The chair did an X-ray of her insides to detect anything she might have 
swallowed in order to conceal it. 

There were no words to describe how a person would feel being treated as a “nobody” by 
so-called officers of the law who had been given the power to act with such insensitivity. At the 
time, Laura had told herself not to take any of that crap personally, but it was hard not to let it mess 
with her mind. She felt like she was in a foreign country where she didn’t know the language or the 
rules, and no one wanted to help. 

Laura kept looking at that new arrival and saw how scared the woman was and she 
remembered her own situation and how she was frightened to ask even the simplest of questions. 
Guards and inmates were staring at her; they knew how to stamp their authority and she had the 
good sense to keep her mouth shut and do what she was told. 

Further along the corridor another female prisoner, dressed in a dark-green jumpsuit was 
being marched by a prison guard to her new home. Laura was unable to prevent a tear running 
down her cheek as she recalled when she was being escorted to her cell carrying her own bed sheets 
and towel. The first time she set eyes on the metal bed with a block of foam and no pillow, she 
cringed. As if that was not shocking enough, she recalled staring at the porcelain toilet and the sink 
right out in the open and wondered whatever happened to privacy. 

Just before the new prisoner entered her cell, Laura observed her carrying the 


sum total of her belongings: a towel, a bar of scratchy white soap which was more like bleach, 
half a roll of toilet paper and a green uniform. 

Before walking back to her bed, Laura took a deep breath, and thanked God she was still 
alive. From day one she had reminded herself that she could survive by becoming invisible: she 
would not act superior, or fearful. She would follow directions. Suddenly she felt hot and bothered 
and approached the sink only to find there was very little water dripping through. She took the little 
water she could get and wet her sweaty face and neck. As she lifted her face to look where she had 
expected to normally find a mirror, instead she saw a tiny window with iron bars overlooking out 
onto the parking lot. 
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It was already 4.30 P.M. and dinner was due to be served in one hour. Laura parked herself 
back on her bed and grabbed the old news paper her friend Desiré had brought for her. It was dated 
10 October 2009 and she started to scan through. 

Sharing a cell with Dragon was quite a challenge, but as time gone by they had become 
good allies. 

‘Hey Laura, let me have the paper when you’re done,’ Dragon said. 

‘Here.’ Laura passed the paper to her cell mate without having looked through 
it properly. 

As Dragon was flicking through the paper she noticed the headline about Jonathan winning 
his scholarship. It read: 


Surgeon’s son has won a place at ETON with £76,000 scholarship... and has his sights set 
on Oxford. 


“You kept this very quiet?’ said Dragon to Laura. 
‘What are you talking about?’ Laura looked puzzled. 
“Your son winning a scholarship,’ Dragon frowned. ‘Listen to this: 


e Jonathan, 17, is the son of Laura and Danny Wilson. Danny is a surgeon at Saint Thomas 
Hospital. London. 

e Hehas wona scholarship to do his A-levels at Eton starting in September. 

e The teenager plans to either do law or enter politics to help residents of his home borough 
of Islington in East London. 


Dragon took another look at the picture and then showed it to Laura. 

‘This is your son, isn’t it?’ Dragon turned the paper towards Laura. 

Laura had not seen or talked to her son since she had been in prison. She looked at the 
picture of Jonathan and could not believe he had grown so much. She leant forward and took the 
paper from Dragon. Looking at the expression on Laura’s face, Dragon could tell that Laura did not 
know anything about it. The latter started to read the article. 


The 17-year-old is set to arrive at Eton in September, entering in the sixth 
form to study A-levels in politics, philosophy and economics. 


He is currently a pupil at Forest Gate Catholic School in Islington, East 
London. 


When he starts at Eton, which is situated across the River Thames from 
Windsor in Berkshire, he will board in one of the school's 25 boarding 
houses. 


Uy 


‘Leaving will be hard for my father and grandma - not so much for me, 
Jonathan said. ‘Windsor is much quieter than Islington. Islington is loud 
and vibrant. 


Tt is a wonderful opportunity for me. It will be very different because the 
people I have grown up with in Islington and at Forest Gate Catholic 
School don't have the same background as the people I will mix with at 
Eton. 


When Laura had reached the point where Jonathan was reported to have said: 


“When my dad found out he said he had two dreams: having a son, and for 
him to go to the same school as the Prime Minister. Both of these dreams 
have come true. I wonder what dream my mum had for me.” 


...her heart skipped a beat. She went very quiet. 
‘Come on tell me what the paper says,’ Dragon said impatiently. 


Laura gave her back the paper, stretched herself on her bed with her face turned to the wall 
and began to question if she was right to deny her son the opportunity to visit her. 
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When Dragon read the remainder of the article she was, in a funny way, 
impressed by the final paragraph which read: 


The school, founded by Henry VI in 1440, has produced a host of leading 
public figures, including the current Prime Minister, Mayor of London and 
Archbishop of Canterbury. 


‘Hey Laura, do you think if your son became Prime Minister he would give us a general 
pardon?’ 
Laura did not respond and Dragon did not really expect an answer. 
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Being locked up in prison for so long was not a nice experience at all for Laura. Who in 
their right mind would want to spend time in such a dreadful place, but as the saying goes, “if you 
do the crime you must do the time.” Nevertheless, having to live in a place surrounded by serial 
killers, unpredictable psychopaths, or mentally ill inmates could never be easy for anyone and was 
certainly not easy for Laura. Who would like to sleep in a place with big fat ugly lesbians on the 
prowl for fresh meat...? Laura used to read of horror stories about the prison establishment, which 
churned her stomach, but she had found it difficult to imagine that such stories could be true in a 
civilized society until she witnessed it for herself. She noticed how humanity in that grim 
environment counted for little because to the prison staff, prisoners were just cattle: one in, one out. 
She heard many prisoners saying that they were innocent, but many of them soon learnt that the best 
strategy was to just do as they were told because maintaining ones innocence did not usually make 
for an easy ride with the prison authorities. Progressing through the penal system depended in a 
large part on one’s acceptance of one’s crime and punishment. 
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Laura had spent sleepless nights waiting for the day of her release and finally the time had 
come. After fifteen long years locked up she had mixed feelings. Part of her was happy she was 
going to be free again but in another way she was scared, scared if she would be able to cope with 
the changes that had taken place in the outside world. She wondered if people she knew would 
welcome her back or make her spend the rest of her life living with nightmares. 

She had just one friend she felt she could count on and that was Desiré who had arranged for 
fresh clothes and a makeup kit to be sent to her. When Desiré had arrived at the Holloway prison 
gate, she saw Laura walking towards her, accompanied by a woman prison officer. 

The day when Laura was being released, she had woken up before 6.00 o’clock in the 
morning. She had sat on the edge of her metal bed, amazed by the realisation that the day had 
finally come for her to get out of this dreadful place. For years, she had been waiting for her release, 
but it had always seemed so far away that she couldn’t grasp it. On that Wednesday morning, 
however, she woke up with the certainty that she was scheduled to walk out through the prison gate, 
never to return. 

She had a shower, manicured her nails, slipped herself in the beautiful dress that her friend 
Desiré had sent to her, and put on her makeup. Those activities felt different for her that morning 
because she still couldn’t wrap her mind around the reality that in a few hours time the authorities 
were going to release her. After dressing, she stared at herself in the mirror and then went to sit 
outside. She needed some time alone to gather her thoughts. She looked around and wondered what 
it would feel like to walk out, and also wondered how it was going to happen. After a while her cell 
mate Dragon joined her and they exchanged a few words. She revealed that she had had word that 
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the Governor of the prison was going to be replaced. 
‘That’s good,’ Laura said simply, and they hugged each other. 
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At 7.15 A.M., she heard an announcement over the institutional loudspeaker. It paged her to 
the rear gate of the prison. Many prisoners sent her good wishes as she walked over towards the 
gate, her bag in her left hand and the books given to her, in her right hand. A woman guard 
eventually stepped out to meet her at the gate. She escorted her inside one of the penitentiary 
buildings. Her legs felt rubbery for some reason; perhaps it was because she was walking into an 
area of the prison that had previously been forbidden to her. The administrative process took about 
30 minutes, and that was it. The guard then escorted her through the series of gates and she saw her 
friend Desiré with her husband Peter waiting for her. They were standing there looking, tears 
flowing down Desiré’s cheeks and holding prayer hands to her mouth, watching, as if in disbelief 
that she was finally coming out. 

As soon as she was out of the gate, Desiré put her arms around her. She was finally out. 
Laura and Desiré held each other and kissed, and then she hugged Peter and even he had tears in his 
eyes, ‘thank you, for coming,’ Laura whispered to him. Danny and Jonathan did not come because 
Laura did not want them there. 

Laura stepped inside Peter’s car and began the long drive away from the Holloway area of 
the London borough of Islington towards a quieter part of the town. 

Sitting in the car with her trusted friend Desiré felt amazing. Laura had always got on with 
Desiré and suddenly she was in her midst again. She felt giddy with disbelief, wondering how long 
the joy would last, afraid that somehow it would end. 

Suddenly someone was calling Desiré on her I-phone. She took out her phone. Laura 
watched how her friend swiped a bar on the screen to unlock the phone before answering it. Laura 
gasped as she had never seen a cell phone like that before. 

‘It’s for you Laura.’ Desiré handed the phone to her. 

‘For me?’ Laura could not believe it. She picked up the phone and instinctively brought it to 
her ear. Desiré could not help but smile. She quickly showed Laura how to hold the phone. 

‘Hello,’ Laura said feeling somewhat anxious. 

‘Hi.’ Laura could not believe it when she heard Danny’s voice. She would have recognised 
that voice anywhere. She had heard it so many times before and fifteen years was not long enough 
to wipe it away from her memory. 

Laura did not know what do say. Her emotions got the better of her. She quickly composed 
herself. 

‘Thank you for ringing. It is such a beautiful day today.’ 

“Yes it is,’ Danny measured his words. ‘I wanted to...’ 

Laura immediately interrupted him, ‘I know. I felt it was best this way.’ 

‘Can I ask you a question Laura?’ 

‘Go ahead.’ 

‘Are you coming home?’ 

After a long pause Laura replied, ‘No...I’ve got a little flat and a car that I am renting. I...I 
need some time on my own.’ 

‘T understand,’ Danny said softly. 

There was a brief silence. 

‘Laura...’ 

“Yes, Danny.’ 

‘I'd like to meet with you when you are ready.’ 

There was a pause. 


‘T’d like that too. Goodbye.’ Laura cut off and handed the phone back to Desiré. 

When she arrived at the flat Desiré had found for her, she was surprised to see a woman 
opening the door. ‘Welcome Laura. I’m Petra, just consider me a friend.’ 

As Laura entered inside, she could not believe it when she saw a few people she knew and 
had worked with, there to greet her. Laura had tears of joy, still in a state of disbelief that her time 
in prison had truly ended. Every second felt so real, better than she could have imagined. Her friend 
Desiré handed her a slice of pizza and a glass of white wine. Peter could not stop himself making a 
speech. 24 
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CHAPTER 18 


Three days later, Laura agreed to meet with Danny at Garcon café. They arrived in separate cars, 
parked next to each other and strolled through the crowd. The main square was full of long trestle 
tables laid with white table cloths and colourful wire planters were hanging on lamp posts. There 
was music coming from different directions from nearby bars and restaurants. They walked by 
nodding and smiling politely at those who appeared to know them. Laura and Danny took a seat on 
one of the trestle tables and ordered fish and chips for both of them. 

‘Anything to drink?’ asked the waitress 

“Yes, a pot of tea for two please,’ Laura added. 

Whilst waiting for their order, Danny looked at Laura and asked, ‘do you remember the first 
time we came here?’ 

‘I do...We sat over there.’ She pointed to another table where a fairly young couple was 
sitting with their little boy. 

Danny nodded. 

It was twenty years ago when they had sat at that table with their son Jonathan who was only 
four years old then and coincidentally they had had fish and chips on that occasion too! 

Laura’s face darkened. ‘Danny, I am so sorry. I never set out to hurt you.’ She looked down 
suddenly feeling ashamed. 

Danny leant forwards and lifted her chin with his index finger. ‘Can we let the past 
rest...just for now?’ 

After they had finished eating, they walked down to the other end of the square following a 
crowd of people who were heading towards a group who were singing. It was a starry night, the sky 
was incredibly clear. There were some people dancing, some were sitting down watching whilst 
others were simply standing there enjoying the songs that were being sung. 

Danny dragged Laura into the mass, with one arm wrapped tight around her waist; he pulled 
her close to him. 

‘T can’t.’ Laura protested. 

“We can.’ Danny insisted. 

She put her arms around his neck and kissed him, and he responded with equal passion. 

‘I remember the first time we danced,’ he whispered into her ear. ‘Do you?’ 

Laura pulled herself back slightly and looking into his blue eyes she replied, ‘how can I ever 
forget. I only had eyes for you. It was one of the most memorable nights of my life.’ 

Danny gazed at his beautiful Laura and said, ‘and I remember how beautiful you looked that 
night in that blue chiffon dress. And here we are twenty years later, and you look just as radiant as 
ever.’ 

Laura lowered her eyes. 

‘Doesn’t time fly?’ she said. Feeling a little tear in the corner of her eye she quickly reached 
out to dry it off. 
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‘But we’re here now,’ Danny replied, ‘together...and there is no reason why it can’t 
continue?’ 

‘Isn’t there?’ Laura thought deeply, as she cuddled up to Danny. 

Laura’s thoughts strayed back into history. Look at Helen and Paris. Did they let anything 
come between them? She did betray Danny and she will never be able to apologise enough for it, 
but if he was willing to forgive her, and it looked like he was, why shouldn’t she try again? Lots of 
couples make mistakes, but true love conquers all. At least that’s what they say. They had loved 
each other from the very first moment they met and Laura remembered that somehow the rest of the 
world seemed to vanish when she was with Danny. 

They danced until Laura’s feet began to hurt. Then Danny walked her back to her car and 
agreed to follow her to her flat. They fell asleep wrapped in each other’s arms. 

The next morning before Danny left for work they ate breakfast together. Laura felt 
strangely tearful. She was frightened that if they got back together again she would experience the 
same feeling of boredom as she had done before. Danny, before he left, promised to call her later on 
that day. Let’s see ifhe keeps to his word, a doubtful Laura said to herself as she walked towards the 
bathroom to freshen up. 
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Danny usually took his lunch between noon and 1.00 P.M. At eleven he rang Laura and 
asked her to meet him in town for lunch. Laura quickly agreed but as soon as he was off the phone 
Laura wondered if she should have accepted, as she knew where that was going. She sat down and 
asked herself three questions. 

‘Did I ever love Danny?’ Yes, she answered. 

‘Do I still love him?’ Yes, she answered. 

“Why did I cheat on him then?’ That she found was not so easy to answer. 

She knew she had not set out to hurt Danny. She remembered there were some cracks in 
their relationship — which were not that wide or too jagged to repair. Indeed, had Antonio not come 
between them, she felt sure they would have worked it out as Danny had started to respond to her 
needs. She should have made more of an effort to end her relationship with Antonio and come clean 
to Danny but she hadn’t. She’d continued her secret affair with Antonio because she could not 
control herself and continued to hide her rape from Danny for fear that she would be blamed for it. 
Even when her son was kidnapped, she waited until Antonio demanded to talk to her, before 
revealing to Danny that she had been unfaithful to him, even then she had not told him about the 
rape and he only learnt about it at the trial. 

The only way she knew how to punish herself, was to prevent Danny from coming to visit 
her in prison. 

She called her trusted friend Desiré who came to have coffee with her. As soon as she 
arrived she told Laura that she looked like death warmed over. Laura agreed, claiming the fast food 
she had had whilst eating out last night had not sat well in her stomach. 

‘Oh where did you go?’ asked Desiré, nosy as ever. 

‘Danny took me to the square where we had an afternoon snack, and then we finished off 
spending the night out dancing in open air.’ 

‘Did you say you were with Danny?’ 

“Yes, and it was wonderful. Just like the old times and afterwards he came home with me.’ 

“You slept together?’ 

“Well...we slept in each other’s arms. That’s all!’ 

Desiré smiled. 

‘He’s just called and asked me to meet him for lunch in town,’ said Laura not sounding too 


happy. 
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‘Is that a problem?’ 

‘T think he would like us to get back together again.’ 

‘He must really love you!’ 

‘And I love him too, I always have,’ a troubled Laura answered. 

‘But...’ 

‘I am frightened that he will neglect me again...although to be fair he did try to make 
amends.’ 

‘There you are then,’ Desiré concluded. ‘If you want my opinion, for what’s its worth, if he 
has forgiven you or is willing to and wants to try again, you should thank your lucky stars and grab 
the chance. I know many men would not, including my Peter.’ 

“You think so?’ a serious looking Laura stared at her friend, seeking reassurance. 

“You were good together. I always used to envy you two.’ 

‘Really!’ Laura frowned. 

Desiré’s eyes glanced at the clock on the wall and noticed it was getting close to 12 o’clock. 
‘At what time were you meant to be meeting him?’ 

“At noon,’ Laura replied. 

‘I suggest you better get ready. You don’t want to be the one who keeps him waiting, do 
you?’ 

Laura grinned. ‘Thank you for making the decision for me.’ 

‘No worries.’ Desiré got up, gave Laura a big hug and before leaving she said in a cheeky 
tone, ‘don’t forget I want to know all the juicy details, you hear?’ 

‘Go on!’ Laura pushed her friend gently, and then rushed off to get herself ready. 
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Danny not wanting to keep his wife waiting like he had done so many times before, made 
sure he was the first to arrive at the agreed place. At 12 o’clock, they were both there in the car park 
of Gargon café. Laura was impressed. She felt she was looking at a new Danny, but not wanting to 
rush into judgement too soon, she kept her feelings to herself. They gave each other a kiss and 
holding each other’s hand they walked from the car park to the café. 

For the first five minutes, Danny busied himself hanging his wife’s coat, ordering the food 
and drinks and talking about the weather. She kept looking at him not quite believing they were in 
each others company two days in a row. Then their drinks arrived and they began to talk. She asked 
him how was work. 

‘I am in charge of my own unit now and I am in control of my own budget.’ 

‘Ts that right?’ 

‘This means I can hire and fire as I see fit. My first priority was to ensure I had enough staff 
to do the job.’ 

‘Do you?’ 

‘Yes. This has meant I do not have to work long hours.’ He smiled. 

‘But why? I always thought you were married to your job!’ She retorted sarcastically. 

Danny shook his head. Laura thought she had been too harsh with her last comment. She did 
not want to start attacking him. She needed to remind herself that she didn’t appreciate enough that 
his working long hours was because of the high mortgage he had taken out to buy the big house she 
had wanted so much and someone had to bring in the cash to pay the mortgage and all the other 
household expenses. All she was concerned about was her own sexual needs and to cheat on him 
was really out of order. 

‘Sorry.’ She stopped herself. 

‘No. It’s okay. It’s quite amusing actually. We haven’t talked in — what? — fifteen years — 
and you’re just like you always were, straight to the point.’ 
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‘T’m sorry.’ 

‘No. Please don’t be. Just be yourself...I like you just the way you are. You say what you 
mean and you mean what you say. This is what I love about you.’ 

She suddenly felt embarrassed. 

‘And you’re right anyway. Whatever the reason was, I was married to my job. For a while I 
forgot I had a wife...and a son who needed a piece of me too.’ 

‘So, what’s changed? I mean — if you don’t mind me asking? 

Danny took a deep breath. 

‘You probably don’t know, I lost my parents...and my brother.’ 

‘Oh, no!’ Laura was genuinely shocked. ‘What happened?’ 

‘They were flying to New York. The weather was bad. Visibility was poor. Their jet hit a 
sky scrapper as they were trying to land at Kennedy airport. They died instantly, leaving me as sole 
heir to their estate.’ 

‘Goodness me! I’m so sorry.’ Laura reached across the table and held his hands in hers. 
They looked into each other’s eyes trying to read what each other was thinking. Laura did not know 
what to say to the man she had always loved. First she’d dealt him a big blow with her infidelity, 
then providence had dealt him an even bigger blow with such a horrific tragedy. 

The waitress interrupted them. 

‘Steak?’ 

‘That’s for my wife,’ Danny said. 

‘...and braised lamb for you sir,’ the waitress said as she placed a huge oval plate in front of 
Danny and wished them Bon Appétit. 

Danny started to eat but noticed that Laura was not eating. 

“You'd better eat before it jumps at you.’ Danny smiled. 

Laura cut a piece of the steak, picked it with her fork and offered it to Danny thinking that 
he may want to taste it, but Danny declined. 

‘No. thanks. Enjoy.’ 

‘No, please take it.’ Laura insisted. 

‘Okay.’ 

For a moment they were silent. 

Then Danny looked at Laura and said, ‘I really don’t mind you asking questions.’ He 
shrugged. ‘I have no financial worries anymore. I used some of my inheritance straight away to pay 
off the mortgage on our house. I opened a trust fund for Jonathan and put some money aside for 
him. I bought some shares for your mum because Jonathan insisted I do as part of a bet we made.’ 
He took a deep breath and then added, ‘Everyday I prayed for the years to pass by quickly as I 
waited for you, Laura, to come out from that horrible place.’ Danny sounded as if he was going to 
cry. 

Laura rested her knife and fork down on her plate, pulled out a tissue from her handbag and 
blew her nose. Danny could see a tear running down Laura’s cheek, which she quickly wiped off. 

‘What about women?’ 

“What about them?’ Danny asked pretending he did not understand what she meant. 

‘Surely a handsome, rich, man like you is a good catch for any woman.’ 

‘Hmm...rich, yes... handsome, not sure, but I wanted to stay true to my wedding vows — for 
better for worse...Besides you are the only woman I need in my life.’ 

Laura lowered her eyes. For a brief moment, her thoughts drifted to the day she got married 
in the back garden of Danny’s parents and tried to recall how well she honoured her vows. She 
knew she had broken at least one of them, but she was determined she was not going to beat herself 
up anymore. Fifteen years locked away in that house of hell, was punishment enough for her errors. 
After all, Danny has also admitted he was not without fault. 

‘The housekeeper lady,’ Laura paused as she struggled to remember her name, and then 
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said, ‘does she still come...’ 

Danny swiftly interrupted her. 

‘Oh! No. Mrs Fuller decided to stop working for us to care for her ageing husband. For a 
while, someone from the agency came to do the cleaning. Then I decided to hire someone more 
permanent.’ 

‘Is she good? What’s her name?’ Laura couldn’t believe how light her voice sounded, but 
she did say she had already heard about the au-pair from her friend Desiré. 

“Alona...Alona Ekberg.’ 

‘She is foreign?’ 

‘Swedish! She is an au-pair and she has a room in the house.’ Danny watched the grin on 
Laura’s face and then added, ‘she does everything, including the cooking.’ 

‘Does everything? Including...’ 

Danny interrupted her again. Choosing his words carefully he said, ‘if you’re thinking what 
I think you are thinking, the answer is no. No we are not sleeping together.’ 

‘I was not thinking anything of that sort,’ Laura was quick to deny, but she was lying 
through her teeth with a false grin on her face. 

Danny did not count the time when Alona had tried to seduce him. As far as he was 
concerned that was not planned. It just happened without his consent. Laura found it hard to believe 
that Danny had not had a woman for fifteen long years but as she had no reasons not to believe him, 
she gave him the benefit of the doubt, considering that she had not had a man herself for fifteen 
years. 

‘Jonathan, does he still live at home?’ 

‘Oh! No! Of course, you probably don’t know. Jonathan first went to Eton and is now 
studying at Oxford University.’ 

‘Desiré did bring for me a newspaper during one of her visits and I read about his 
scholarship.’ 

“Yes, he studied hard for it. Fair dues to your mum, who helped him sort himself out,’ 
Danny said sounding proud. ‘I bought him a flat in Oxford so that he does not have to commute 
home everyday. But he comes home almost every weekend.’ 

‘He is studying to become a lawyer I read.’ 

“Yes.’ Danny confirmed. ‘He really wanted to come and visit you but...’ 

Laura interrupted him. 

‘He did come...’ 

‘Oh...When?’ Danny was shocked to hear that his son had gone to see Laura. He knew 
nothing about it. He was not angry as he realised that probably Jonathan thought his dad would not 
be pleased and kept quiet about it. 

‘Three weeks before I was due to be released, actually.’ 

‘Just the once?’ Danny was curious to know. 

Laura nodded. 

Danny put his finger on the beer mat underneath his glass, twisting it to the left then to the 
right, and watching the beer swirl gently up the sides of the tumbler. He then looked up at Laura. 

‘I’m glad he did. I didn’t want to bring him with me the day I visited you because I didn’t 
think you would approve.’ 

‘T understand. I’m glad you did not bring him as I was not ready to face him.’ 

Danny rubbed his forehead. 

‘How do you feel now?’ 

“When he came to visit me we talked. I opened my heart to him and he listened. He 
appeared to have understood how I felt and why I felt that way...I can only hope that in time we 
will build on that.’ 

Danny was quick to seizing on that. 
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“When he comes this weekend, maybe I could bring him along, if that’s okay with you?’ 
Danny raised his eye brows hoping his wife would agree. 

‘I would like that.’ Laura answered immediately. 

‘’m sure he would like it too.’ 

‘I hope he does not expect too much from me too quickly,’ Laura said looking rather 
worried. 

‘He is a grown lad now. I’m sure he has matured enough to realise that we all need time.’ 

After a brief silence, Laura felt that she needed to wipe the slate clean if there was going to 
be a chance of her and her husband getting back together. 

‘Danny, tell me something.’ 

‘Shoot.’ 

‘Did you ever wonder why I never wanted you to come and visit me in prison?’ 

‘Because you did not love me anymore, I think you said,’ Danny replied. 

‘That was a lie.’ 

‘T know.’ 

‘What? ...What do you know?’ Laura asked. 

‘...That the love which existed between us couldn’t suddenly die.’ 

‘But...I cheated on you...I gave you reason to hate me.’ 

‘I knew that too.’ 

‘Of course you did, because I told you.’ 

‘No. I knew long before you told me.’ 

‘Oh!’ 

‘I watched you on a video tape making love to...to...you know who.’ 

Danny just could not bring himself to say the name Antonio. 

“You might recall on our 7 wedding anniversary during dinner, he brought me a brown 
envelope. It was supposed to contain conference papers. The next day I took it to work, at 
lunchtime, I opened it and I found included in it was an 8mm video tape marked “private viewing 
only”. After I watched it I felt sick and I was going to talk to you about it when I arrived home that 
day. Unfortunately, on that very day, our son got kidnapped. I always thought he was Greek, which 
is why when CJ mentioned Italian enemies I could not think of anyone, but you did straight away.’ 

‘So that’s what it was...and I thought it couldn’t be.’ Laura thought aloud. 

‘Pardon?’ 

‘No. It’s okay. I just remembered something that happened a very long time ago.’ 

‘Anyway...I guess I must have given you a reason, otherwise you wouldn’t have done it, 
right?’ 

Laura was quick to respond. 

‘No. It was not you. I was...confused...and...it was just sex.’ 

Danny sighed. 

‘I guess I had taken a lot for granted about you being happy, hey?’ Danny gave Laura a 
passing gaze. 

Laura noticing the expression on Danny’s face could feel what he was feeling. ‘Danny...’ 

Danny quickly interrupted Laura. 

‘No let me talk please.’ Danny took a deep breath and with his fist clenched he said, ‘It’s 
taken me a long time to be able to talk. I...?ve been so self-involved.’ He shook his head and 
gritting his teeth. ‘I’m an Idiot... How’s that for admission?’ he said, turning his head to look at 
Laura. 

‘Not bad.’ Laura replied softly with a cheeky grin. 

‘...and I loved you,’ Danny continued. ‘I never thought there was anything we couldn’t talk 
about.’ He adjusted his posture and looking directly at Laura he confessed, ‘What I am trying to say 
is that...I love you...and if you leave me...I would be terribly miserable...don’t...please.’ 
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Laura’s lips felt dry and she wet them with her tongue. 

“You mean more miserable than usual?’ Laura asked with a sardonic grin, eyes fixed on her 
husband. After a short pause she added, ‘Danny, I don’t want to leave you...I want us to be 
together...and...I have never really been unhappy... I’ve just been...unconscious.’ 

They stared into each other’s eyes and they could feel and see the sincerity, the tenderness, 
and the warmth that had always existed between them. With a great sense of relief they hugged each 
other, each wearing a huge smile on their face. With their hearts racing, they rubbed their noses and 
foreheads against each other, then their lips came together reaffirming their love for each other. 

Danny looked at his watch. 

“What’s the time?’ Laura asked. 

‘Getting close to one o’clock...time for me to get back to work before I have to fire myself,’ 
he grinned. 

They got up; Danny walked to the counter and settled the bill. Laura had already picked up 
her coat and one of the waitresses helped her slip it on. The couple left the café together and walked 
to where their cars were parked. Laura was first to reach hers. It was a bit nippy. They stood facing 
each other. The fleecy collar of Laura’s coat was not properly arranged. Still looking at her, Danny 
stretched his hands and pulled the collar up so that it covered her neck properly then planted a little 
kiss on Laura’s lips. She then turned round, entered her car and she drove off. 
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For the next three days Danny had to attend a conference but he did make the time to call 
Laura and they chatted briefly on the phone. Laura took the opportunity during one of the calls, to 
invite Danny for Sunday dinner and she wanted him to bring Jonathan along. Having met Danny 
twice within a short space of time since her release from prison, she was beginning to feel that it 
might not be such a bad idea after all to get together with Danny and give their marriage a second 
chance, but she did not want to rush into it until she was absolutely sure that it would work out. 

Sitting on her sofa, she told herself that the Danny she had twice seen and spent time with 
since she had come out of prison looked more like the first Danny she met, fell head over heels in 
love with, and married so many years ago, and less of the Danny she felt irritated with and cheated 
on. She had never wanted to deceive him and had never set out to hurt him. There had obviously 
been some cracks in their relationship but that was now water under the bridge, and having talked to 
Danny she felt that he was willing to put everything behind them and give their marriage another 
chance. On balance, she thought, this was better than the alternative — divorce, also better for 
Jonathan who, though was grown up, was soon going to be living his own life. 


38 28 2k 


Laura had promised to meet Desiré at her house. The latter was curious to know the latest 
development in Laura’s life. She had telephoned just after her husband Peter had gone on a trip to 
Italy to apparently look at some more paintings, for Laura to come for a natter. Laura did not really 
have much time to spare as she had a million things to do. First, she needed to have a talk with the 
landlady who had rented her the flat she was living in. There was a broken pane on the back door of 
the kitchen that needed fixing. Then there was a small leak underneath the sink. She also needed to 
do some shopping, as her cupboards and freezer were almost empty. But she did like Desiré’s 
company and she was a good friend to use as her sounding board. 

When she came out of prison, Laura could have gone straight to her home in Islington, 
because after all she was still married to Danny, and based on the way Danny had acted towards her 
during their two recent meetings, it appeared he would have welcomed her with open arms. But at 
the time she did not think Danny would want to know her and hind sight is such a beautiful thing. 


There was also, of course, the apartment her mother had owned, but unfortunately, there were 
people living in it. The good news was that the one year tenancy agreement was coming to an end 
soon. 

It was a long time since Laura had lived alone. She’d gone from her childhood home to her 
London flat, which she shared with Desiré. Then to her married home — the place she and Danny 
had bought using a large mortgage, which by the way was now fully paid, with money Danny got 
from his inheritance whilst she was still in prison. 

When Laura’s mother had died she had left her daughter a generous sum of money which 
had come in very handy given that from the time Laura came out of prison she had not been 
working. Now pushing forty-six she did not particularly want to return to being a model again, but 
running a modelling agency like her mother did, had crossed her mind. This would of course give 
her something to occupy her time and prevent her from getting bored. 

Taking this rather tiny flat was, as far as she was concerned temporary and somewhere she 
could stay and sort out her future. Although the flat was small, it was as clean and as cosy as she 
could make it and quite adequate for one person. There was no need to take anything bigger or more 
lavishly furnished, because as soon as her mother’s apartment became available she planned to 
move in, unless she and Danny agreed to get back together, in which case she would return to her 
marital home. 

As she sat in her tiny living room sipping a cup of tea, her thoughts suddenly drifted to the 
times when she used to visit her late mother in her apartment and she remembered how happy the 
latter was living in that two-bedroom apartment located on the third floor of a mansion block with 
first class security. The living/dining room had a small Juliet balcony between two sets of floor-to- 
ceiling windows and Laura used to sit with her mother there and chat away over a cup of tea, 
nibbling Madeira cake that her mother had made herself. She was quite a good cook and she used 
to spend quite a bit of her time baking cakes in her lovely kitchen. Laura envied her white units and 
black granite worktops which were always spotlessly clean giving the wrong impression that it was 
rarely used. 

The walls in all of the rooms in the apartment were painted butterbean which was her 
mother’s favourite colour. She had insisted that the ceilings should be white and that the floors had 
to have wall-to-wall wooden floorboards throughout. The bedroom had a huge window, and the 
bathroom had black and white marble tiles which was quite fashionable at the time. 

Laura’s mother was very choosy when it came to furniture, and by all standards, the 
apartment was tastefully furnished. There was a big L-shaped white leather sofa in the living room 
with a square glass top coffee table resting on a white fleecy rug, and a fairly large, highly polished 
black display unit housing some of the finest china, assorted crystal glasses and silver plated trays, 
tea set and candelabras. 

If there was one change that Laura would make, if she ever moved into that apartment, it 
would be to the main bedroom. She would swap the cast iron bed and antiquated wardrobe, dresser 
and the curtains with more modern ones. The walls too would get a fresh coat of paint with one or 
two paintings hanging over the head of the bed. 

It was a warm, sunny day, as Laura contemplated her future. She daydreamed, conjuring 
images of herself sitting once again by the pool in her marital home at Islington — a house that 
captured her heart the minute she saw it — drinking cocktails, reading the Sunday papers, curled up 
with her feet in Danny’s lap. Those were wonderful and happy days, and she wanted them back. 
She needed them like she needed air. 
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Under the shower, after Danny had returned from his conference, he rubbed his head with 
shampoo whilst enjoying the nice massaging sensation he felt as the warm water rained over his 
chest and ran down his legs. All he could think about was Laura and he could not wait to be alone 
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with her again. She was all he wanted. He was very encouraged with the way his two recent 
meetings with Laura had gone. And the fact that she had invited him to Sunday dinner and wanted 
Jonathan to be present was even more promising. 

He was washing his hair when the phone rang. He was so lost in his thoughts 
he did not hear it. When he came out of the shower he noticed the green light on his 
answer machine was blinking indicating there was a message. He immediately 
pressed the play button and heard Laura’s voice. ‘Hi, it’s Laura. Could you please call me 
when you have a moment?’ The machine then beeped before returning to standby. Danny 
did not want to keep Laura waiting, he returned the call immediately. 

Looking at the caller ID, Laura knew who was on the line and she picked up the receiver on 
the second ring. 

‘Hi, how are you?’ she said softly. 

‘l’m good.’ He tried hard to keep his voice normal. ‘And you?’ 

‘T’m okay! Fine! A bit knackered! I just missed you.’ 

He was chuffed Laura had called. They talked for a few minutes. It was just like their 
courting days and it felt so good. Laura used to ring him every evening and they would talk for 
hours and they always had plenty to say to each other. 

Eventually she asked, ‘you are definitely coming on Sunday, aren’t you?’ 

‘...As sure as my name is Danny.’ 

*...And Jonathan?’ 

‘He can’t wait...Err...he...to be truthful he is a bit apprehensive though.’ 

‘Why?’ 

“Well...he just is. I just wanted you to know it.’ 

‘Thank you for telling me. You may need to help me put him at ease.’ 

‘T will, don’t worry.’ 

After they had wished each other good night, the phone went dead. With the towel still 
wrapped around him, Danny heard the front door open. He leaned over the balustrade and saw 
Alona closing the door. She did not look very happy. She had read a telegram from her mother. He 
rushed into his bedroom and quickly put some clothes on. # 


CHAPTER 19 


Turning up at Laura’s flat felt strange for both Danny and Jonathan because that Sunday evening 
they were mere guests, and Laura was the host. Danny raised his hand and before his finger could 
reach the door bell, Laura had opened the door and invited them in with a smile. Jonathan was the 
first to step in, unsure if he should give his mum a hug he stopped and looked at her. Laura opened 
her arms and Jonathan quickly put his arms around his mum’s waist and rested his face on her right 
shoulder. The last time Laura and Jonathan were this close to each other was when the latter was 
seven years old. Laura could hardly believe her son had grown into a man. She could not stop the 
tears running down her cheeks. They stayed hugging each other for what seemed like an eternity. 
Danny was truly moved at what he saw. When mother and son had finally let each other go, Laura 
turned to Danny and they hugged and gave each other a kiss on the lips. 

They all walked slowly into the living room and took a seat. Jonathan glanced around and 
noticed that the room was quite plain. Besides the old tatty three piece suite, which looked like it 
had seen better days, and a cheap wooden coffee table, there was no other furniture. Danny could 
not help noticing a small family photo, in black and white, which all three of them took in a booth 
years ago when Jonathan was just 6 years old. Although it was hanging on the wall, it had no frame, 
but was simply sandwiched between two clear plastic sheets. 

‘What would you like to drink?’ asked Laura, breaking the ice. 

‘Er...a glass of water will do,’ said Danny. 

‘Plain or shall I add some whisky in it?’ Laura winked. 

‘That would be nice.’ Danny smiled. 

‘What about you Jonathan?’ 

‘T would like my whisky with a bit of water please.’ 

‘What?’ Laura appeared shocked. 

‘Tm joking mum...an orange juice will do nicely.’ 

Whilst Laura went into the kitchen to fetch the drinks, Danny and Jonathan stared at each 
other, then the latter whispered, ‘dad you must get mum out of here!’ 

‘I’m working on it son.’ 

“Why didn’t she come home, Dad?’ 

Danny shrugged his shoulders. 

‘Shhh!’ Danny did not want his wife hearing them talking behind her back. 

Laura walked back in, carrying a tray. Danny picked up the whisky and Jonathan took the 
orange juice. Laura put the tray on the coffee table and picked up her orange juice. After Danny had 
taken a sip he excused himself to visit the bathroom. Jonathan ceased the opportunity. 

‘I want you to come home, mum,’ he said, scratching his earlobe. 

‘Did dad ask you to say that?’ 

Jonathan snorted. 
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‘No. God! But I know he still loves you and I love you.’ 

Laura’s eyes filled with instant tears. Jonathan had never said anything remotely like this to 
her — not even when he last saw her in prison just before her release. 

‘I know I was naughty at times but now that I am grown up I feel so stupid for causing you 
so much embarrassment with my headmistress and for not keeping my room clean...I feel like I 
just... you know...really got you on your nerves.’ Jonathan sounded really sorry. 

Laura was touched. 

‘What I did had more to do with me than with you. You did not ask to be born. Everything 
that I did was my fault and mine alone, not yours, not your dad’s.’ Tears were now rolling down 
Laura’s cheeks. 

Laura got out of her seat, went to kneel by Jonathan’s sofa, and wiped away a tear with her 
hand. Laura continued. 

‘Don’t you ever think that what happened to our family was your fault; it wasn’t.’ 

‘T don’t like seeing you living like this mum.’ 

Danny came back from the bathroom and noticed they’d both suddenly stopped talking. 
‘What were you two talking about?’ 

‘Oh...nothing important!’ Laura quickly replied with a grin on her face. 

There was a beep coming from the kitchen. The roasted chicken Laura had in the oven was 
ready. She asked Danny if he could carve it. 

‘Is there anything I can do mum?’ 

‘How about laying the table?’ 

‘Consider it done.’ 

After they had eaten, Jonathan told his mum that he had to go back to his flat where his 
friend was waiting for him to finish a project they were working on. In reality he wanted to give his 
mum and dad some breathing space. 

Danny had moved into the living room as he had always done after a meal and he had 
expected Laura to follow him, but that was when there was a maid to clear up after them. When he 
noticed that she was clearing the table, he went to help her and together they started to clean the 
dishes. Laura did the washing and he did the drying up. 

‘That was a very nice meal Laura,’ he complimented his wife as he leant forward, intending 
to give her a little kiss on her cheek, when Laura unexpectedly turned her face and he ended up 
planting a kiss on her lips. 

Danny put his right hand on her behind and rubbed it gently. Noticing that there was no 
objection from Laura, he lifted her dress slightly and caressed her bum. Feeling the pleasant 
sensation she turned round to face him wearing a slight grin on her face. He placed his arm round 
her waist, gently pulled her closer to him, and started to kiss her. He started with her neck moving 
on to her ear and cheek. Laura began to feel more and more excited and felt totally helpless as 
Danny moved his hand between her legs and stroked her. She immediately moved her hand onto 
his, feeling hot and bothered. 

Laura, besides being attractive, was a very sensuous woman who was not frightened of 
touching or being touched. Having been locked away for fifteen long years, she had almost 
forgotten what it was like to be touched so intimately by a man. 

She gazed into his deep blue eyes, and could feel his stiffness brushing against her leg as she 
unbuttoned his shirt. Danny was as hard as a rock. He wanted her, he wanted all of her. His eyes 
were glazed with desire. He was licking his lips and his throat was dry. She grabbed him by his 
manhood and led him through the dining room and like a sheep he followed her into the bedroom. 
They stared at each other for a brief moment, and suddenly the distance between them was gone. 
He looked at the arc of her cheeks, the fullness of her lips and his eyes dilated as he feasted them on 
her curves. Her breasts were pressing hard against her blouse bursting to come out. 

They were both ready to lose themselves in each other. They could not care less if tomorrow 
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never came. What was important was that they were there breathing the same air. 

He pushed her onto the bed, and she obeyed pliable to his will. In no time at all, Danny was 
on top of her, his legs forced hers apart and she wrapped them around his back. She felt her body 
was on fire. His hands roamed all over her as he licked every part of her body he could reach. His 
touch was so familiar and just the way she liked it. 

Danny had been waiting for that blissful moment for a very long time, fifteen years to be 
precise, and he could not wait any longer even if he had tried. Laura too had passed the point of no 
return. She slipped her hand down and guided his manhood inside her. She moaned as he pushed 
hard into her. As he rose up on his elbow they stared into each other’s eyes, and the moment 
seemed so unbelievable and so irresistible. She came instantly. Her orgasm was incredible. She felt 
her toes flex and curl as it travelled through her body and exploded between her legs. 

After he had spent himself making love to Laura, she spoke and said, ‘lie still.’ 

She kissed him on the lips, her tongue darting into his mouth in quick bird-like movements. 
She pulled away and her tongue started moving toward his belly, her hair trailing across his body 
like light, silky fingers. He felt his organ begun to rise again. She moved her tongue down his legs 
to his feet and began to suck gently on his toes. He was stiff and hard now. She gently massaged 
some cream on his penis and then mounted him as he lay there. As he felt himself penetrating her, 
the warmth of her vagina acted on the cream she had put on his penis and the sensation became 
unbearably exciting. As she rode him, moving up and down, her left hand was caressing his testicles 
and they began to grow hot. There was menthol in the cream on his penis and the sensation of the 
cold whist inside her warmth, and the heat of his testicles, drove him into an absolute frenzy. 

They made love all night long. It was the most incredibly sensuous experience he had ever 
had. The lovemaking had surpassed anything that had gone before. It was more 
exciting than Laura had ever known -- a wild primitive explosion that shook them 
both. That night, Laura had given herself to him fully and completely, caring only 
about bringing him pleasure as he had never known before and revelling in his 
enjoyment. She lay in Danny’s arms all night, holding him close, happier than she 
had ever dreamt possible. 

The next morning Danny said, ‘If I can get enough energy to move, I’ll get up and make you 
breakfast.’ 

‘Stay there,’ said Laura. She walked over to her closet, selected a night robe and put it on. 
“You rest. Pll be back.’ 

Twenty minutes later Laura returned with a breakfast tray. On it was freshly squeezed 
orange juice, a delicious sausage, egg, baked beans and a slice of bacon, buttered toast and a pot of 
tea. It tasted extraordinarily good. 

‘Aren’t you having anything?’ asked Danny. 

Laura shook her head. She was quite content to sit there on a chair and watch him as he ate. 

She looked even more beautiful wearing the dressing gown open at the top, revealing the 
curves of her delectable breasts. Her hair was tousled and carefree. 
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It was a bank Holiday Monday; Danny did not have to go to work. Laura climbed back into 
bed and they made love twice more that day. When Laura had invited Danny for dinner she could 
never have predicted how well the get-together would go. Her head was full of thoughts and 
feelings. She was not sure how Jonathan would react. If she had any doubts about Danny’s feelings 
towards her, the sex had wiped them away. Jonathan had made his feelings clear too. Now it felt 
like the past was really behind them — the future looked promising. She rested her head on his chest 
and could hear the regular beats of his heart. 
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‘I want us to get back together,’ Laura said. 

‘I'd like that too.” He nodded decisively, as though they had reached an agreement, and it 
went silent for a few moments. 

‘But there is one condition.’ 

‘There is?’ Danny could not wait to hear what that was. 

‘I want to open my own Modelling agency.’ 

“You got it.’ 

“You mean that?’ 

Danny nodded with a smile on his face. 

She climbed on top of him and showered him with kisses. ‘You are a treasure, you know 
that?’ 

‘Uh huh!’ He nodded as he watched the jubilation on Laura’s face. 

The first obstacle cleared, she faced the task of finding funds to bring her genius idea into 
reality. One worry at a time! Still, she couldn’t help but think that Danny might not be happy to put 
up the money. In any case, she was not too bothered because she had her own money which her 
mother had left her in her will plus there was income from her mother’s apartment, not to mention 
the saving bonds she took out fifteen years ago. 
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Suddenly the door bell rang causing Laura to snap out of her thoughts. Who could that be? 
Laura wondered as she was not expecting anyone. She slipped on her gown and approached the 
door. Before opening it, she looked through the key-hole and noticed two uniformed police officers 
—a woman and a man — standing there. She opened the door leaving the door chain on. 

‘Sorry to disturb you ma’am, can we come in?’ 

Laura opened the door and let them in. Danny could hear voices and when he saw it was the 
police he came down, introduced himself and they all went into the living room. They learnt that 
Antonio Bellucci had escaped from prison. The Police had found a picture of Laura in his cell. 

‘Has he made contact with you?’ the policewoman asked Laura. 

‘No,’ a bewildering Laura answered. 

‘We believe he will.’ 

‘Good.’ 

‘Did I hear you right?’ The police woman asked, feeling somewhat confused. 

Laura quickly corrected herself. 

‘Sorry. What I meant to say is, what does he want?’ 

Laura could see that having killed Antonio’s baby, she was now going to have a chance to 
take her revenge on him. She would not have to wait another five years for his release. She knew 
that was not going to be easy as Antonio was a very clever and devious character. 

“We advise that you keep your door locked. If he should turn up here, do not open the door 
and call us immediately.’ 

‘Officer, I am taking my wife to our home in Islington.’ 

‘When?’ 

“Today, now.’ 

‘Does Antonio know that address?’ the police asked. 

“Yes he does,’ answered Laura feeling uneasy. 

Seeing this as good bait, the police did not object and escorted Danny and Laura to the 
family home. 2 
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CHAPTER 20 


After having promised Desiré, Laura decided to make her way to her house for morning coffee. 
They had been good friends for many years. For a while they worked for the same modelling 
agency and shared a flat together. When they got married they lost contact for a short while, and 
then when Laura moved with her husband and son to her last house in Islington, she discovered that 
she and Desiré were almost neighbours. Having morning coffee together became a regular feature 
of their lives. When Laura went to prison, Desiré was the only friend who visited her regularly. 
Now that she was out of prison and back in her marital home she wanted to live as normal a life as 
before, but she knew she was not going to be able to do that until she had settled the score with 
Antonio. 

With husband Peter frequently spending long periods of time away from home, Desiré had 
got use to spending time on her own, and not having the company of her friend Laura to while away 
her time, she had been spending quite a lot of it on the net visiting a variety of social websites. 
Each time Peter was away Desiré had been spending hours in front of her computer chatting online 
with men she knew little about. The fact that these men were total strangers, did not really bother 
her as she felt completely safe in the comfort of her own home and saw no danger. There was 
however, one person online she had recently been chatting with and was planning to meet. 

It was 10 o’clock in the morning when Laura reached Desiré’s house. Desiré had just 
finished hoovering when Laura arrived. They went into the kitchen and Desiré put the kettle on. She 
was very pleased to hear that Laura was back with her husband and she was keen to know how 
things were working out. 

‘So, what is it like to be back home Laura?’ 

‘Hmm...Fine!’ 

‘Just fine?’ Desiré frowned wearing a thin smile. 

‘Hmm.’ Laura nodded. She did not want to tell her friend about Antonio being on the loose. 
‘But Jonathan...’ 

“What about him?’ 

“Well... he wanted me to come home.’ 

‘Of course, children don’t like living in a broken home. I know he is at university, but you 
know what I mean.’ 

‘I know.’ Laura nodded. 

She took a sip at her coffee. 

‘Yuk.’ Laura said aloud. 

‘What’s up?’ 

‘Are you out of sweetener?’ 

‘Oh! Sorry.’ Desiré apologized. She swiftly fetched the sweetener. 

‘One or two?’ 

‘Just the one please,’ Laura replied. ‘So what is Peter up to this time?’ 
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‘The usual! Wheeling and dealing in Italy.’ 

‘Didn’t he just come back from there?’ Laura queried. 

“Yes, last week and now he is off again.’ Desiré sighed. ‘I think he's got a bit on the side 
there, if you ask me.’ 

‘Don’t be silly!’ Laura reprimanded her. 

‘T don’t think I am. Anyway I don’t care.’ 

‘Oh! this is not the Desiré I know.’ 

‘He is going to have a surprise when he returns.’ 

“What do you mean? Laura was intrigued. 

‘T’ll probably be gone.’ 

Laura was stunned. 

‘What?’ 

“Yes, ve found a very nice man on the net. We have talked for hours. He is very 
handsome.’ 

‘How do you know? 

‘Know what? Desiré was confused. 

‘That he is handsome.’ 

‘Oh! I saw his photograph on the website.’ 

“What website?’ 

‘Oh, it’s a website for lonely women.’ Desiré revealed flippantly. 

‘Does this handsome man have a name?’ 

She thought for a moment then said, ‘Antonio...I don’t know his last name. But I can find 
that out when we meet. I’m really excited.’ After a pause, Desiré said to Laura, ‘follow me.’ 

Laura followed her friend to the study. Desiré switched on her computer and logged on to a 
website for unattached lonely women. After a few seconds, Antonio’s picture appeared on the 
computer screen. 

‘Don’t you think he is cute?’ Desiré asked. 

As soon as Laura saw the picture her heart skipped a beat. She said cautiously. ‘How long 
have you been talking to this man?’ 

Desiré thought for a moment. 

“Well, let’s see now...I was surfing the site last week, and I saw him online. We got 
chatting. We’ve talked almost every day since. He is witty, funny and everything Peter is not. He is 
a perfect match. I’m so lucky.’ 

Immediately Laura saw the photograph she could see through the disguise, but seeing how 
excited her friend was she did not know how to break the news to her. She reflected on it for a 
moment, and then said, ‘he is bad news Desiré.’ 

Desiré stared at Laura angrily. 

‘How do you know? You...you’re jealous, that’s what it is! I have read his profile carefully. 
It says that he’s a very successful insurance salesman. He has a beautiful home in Essex and a flat in 
Paris. And he wants children, something that Peter can never give me.’ 

Laura shook her head in disbelief. 

“You must not see this man,’ she said calmly. 

‘Stop acting like my mother, okay? He has a job. He says he loves me. When you meet him, 
you will see for yourself. And...and he says he is dying to meet you.’ 

“You’ve talked to him about me?’ 

‘A little. I just told him you were my best friend. 

‘Didn’t that sound a bit strange to you Desiré? Why would he be dying to meet me?’ 

Desiré thought for a moment then said, ‘Yeah, it was a bit...now that you’ve mentioned it. 
Don’t forget you are beautiful. Who wouldn’t want to meet you?’ 

There was a moment of silence. 
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Laura looked straight at Desiré, plucked up the courage and said, ‘Desiré this is the man 
who raped me!’ 

‘Oh, my god!’ Desiré was genuinely taken aback. ‘You don’t mean...’ 

Laura nodded. 

“Yes, he is Antonio Bellucci! The picture you are looking at is over fifteen years old without 
the fake moustache and beard. He has escaped from prison and the police are looking for him.’ 
Laura revealed. 

Although Desiré had met Antonio Bellucci briefly at Laura’s 7 wedding anniversary fifteen 
years ago, he did not have a moustache and beard then. When Desiré had been talking to him online 
and he had mentioned his name, she had never made the connection. 

Desiré’s blood froze when she heard what Laura had to say about the man she had fallen 
head over heels with. She was ready to leave her husband and run away with him. She had been 
visiting dating websites on and off for years but was clueless about how deceiving most of them 
were. Had it not been for Laura, she would have gone and met Antonio. She realised he was only 
interested in locating Laura not in her. As soon as Antonio had escaped from prison, he had gone 
searching for Laura at her marital home, where he had expected her to be and acting as a postman 
he had learnt from Alona that Laura did not live there. Antonio knew that Desiré was Laura’s best 
friend and he figured that she would probably know where Laura was staying. 

Desiré shook her head. Realising how she had nearly put her life at risk, she thanked her 
friend and promised herself that she would not go on any dating sites ever again. Laura could see 
the disappointment on her friend’s face and did her best to console her. 

‘Does he know where you live, Desiré? 

‘Er...I don’t think so.’ 

‘What do you mean you don’t think so? Did you tell him your address?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Are you sure?’ 

“Yes, I am.’ Desiré raised her voice. 

‘What about your telephone number? 

“What about it?’ 

‘Did you give him your phone number?’ 

Desiré remained silent. She looked as if she was in a daze thinking of the dicey situation she 
was in. Her face reddened. 

‘Oh my God you did, didn’t you?’ 

‘T don’t think he will call me.’ Desiré said. 

‘If he gets in touch with you, you must call me immediately.’ 

‘Don’t you want me to call the police?’ 

‘No. Just call me!’ 

Desiré normally considered herself to be a controlled, refined, forty-six year-old woman, but 
here she had, in a moment of madness having made the biggest mistake of her life by neglecting to 
see the dangers of online dating. 

Laura gave Desiré a big hug and before leaving she said to her, ‘I hope you will be more 
careful next time you use your computer.’ 
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As Laura was walking home she had this weird feeling that someone was following her. She 
had turned round a few times to see if anyone was behind her and although she could not see 
anyone she continued to experience that eerie sensation that someone was on her trail. If it was 
Antonio stalking her, she wanted to be able to control where and when. She hurried home and 
ensured that the security system installed in her house was working properly. She had meant to tell 


Danny about Desiré but somehow it had escaped her mind. 
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CHAPTER 21 


Jonathan had not seen his mum and dad since that time he had Sunday dinner with them in his 
mum’s flat. Soon afterwards his father had rang and told him that his mum had returned to her 
marital home, which delighted him. He did not come home the following weekend as he was busy 
working on a project for his final Law degree. He had been at it for almost three days working night 


and day putting the finishing touches to it. 

It was 4.00 P.M. when he had finished dotting the “I’s and crossing the T’s” on his project. 
He had less than 30 minutes left to make two fully bound printed copies. He was exhausted. In fact 
he struggled to keep his eyes open. 

He was chuffed when two minutes before closing time, he entered the administration office 
to hand over his assignment. Sitting at the desk was a beautiful young secretary who was shutting 
down her computer in preparation to go home. 

‘Yes, ’ she said, looking at Jonathan. 

T’ve got my dissertation to hand in.’ 

T’m sorry we are closed.’ 

Jonathan looked at the clock on the wall and it read 4.28 P.M. 

‘Excuse me miss, there are still two minutes left before closing time.’ 

‘How right you are, but I have already shut down my computer.’ 

‘Please,’ Jonathan said softly. 

The young woman was incomparable—petite and chic, her slim arms, bare and creamy 
white, gleaming like satin in the questionable lighting of the office. Her face was dazzling and 
enchanting, and Jonathan couldn’t help but stare. 

As she saw Jonathan looking right at her, unabashedly studying her face as if she was a 
work of art at a gallery, she felt warmth flood over her entire body. She felt something predatory in 
Jonathan’s gaze, as if he was a wolf contemplating whether or not to swallow her whole. She 
usually would have looked away, embarrassed, but there was something about Jonathan which kept 
her eyes fixed on his. His expression was somewhere between amusement and attraction. She could 
see in his eyes—a beautiful shade of grey— that he wanted her, and she had to admit that she liked 
it. 

‘All right, just this once,’ she said with a cute smile and stretched out her right hand to take 
the project from Jonathan. 

As she wrote out an acceptance receipt for Jonathan, she noticed his lips were pulled into 
an amused smirk which made her stomach twist itself in knots. She loved his tanned face which 
made him unbelievably handsome and made her wish that he would take her there and then. 

‘Thank you miss...er...’ 


‘Olivia. ’ 

‘Pardon me?’ 

‘My name...it is Olivia...Olivia Sheridan. ’ 

T’m Jonathan.’ 

T know, I just read it on your project,’ she winked. 

Jonathan turned towards the exit door and as he was making his way out he stopped and 
turned round. 

T am just on my way to the student union. Would you like to come and have a drink with 
me?’ 

Jonathan’s voice was deep and smooth, which had her heart dancing the rumba. 

T can't,’ she admitted. ‘I’m not 21 for another few weeks.’ 

‘Don’t worry; I'll get you something that you can drink.’ 

Olivia hesitated. Something in his voice made it into a challenge. 

‘Ok. Why not?’ 

It was only a short walk to the student union. The bar was crowded and dimly lit, and the 
air was warm and heavy with the scent of booze. 

‘Two ginger ales with ice please.’ Jonathan ordered. 

He looked around for somewhere to sit. As he surveyed the room most of the people there 
looked like they were enjoying themselves with the exception of a few who were not quite at ease 
and were wearing false smiles. Jonathan thought of his own lifestyle; locked up in his flat studying 
with little time to socialise. He had been too afraid to enjoy himself at the expense of his studies. 
Hopefully soon he would be free to relax and have a good time, preferably in the company of a nice 
female companion. No one special had caught his eve until he had met Olivia. Her eyes were blue, 
her lips red and delightful, like a form of forbidden fruit ripe for the plucking. She looked exquisite 
as she sat next to him, any man’s dream. Jonathan was captivated by her. Her very being gave off 
energy, innocence, and a hint of uniqueness, with all the power of an intoxicating perfume. 

‘You are new here, aren’t you?’ Jonathan asked, oblivious to the thoughts rushing through 
her head. 

‘Yes,’ Olivia admitted. ‘I’ve just started this job. It’s my third day,’ she confided. 

‘Aha! Jonathan looked triumphant. ‘TI thought you looked more efficient than usual to work 
in this office.’ 

‘Oh, is it that obvious?’ 

‘Tt’s refreshing,’ said Jonathan. ‘For a moment I thought you weren’t going to accept my 
project.’ 

‘You did cut it fine. Two more minutes and you would have had it.’ 

‘Really?’ 

She grinned. 

The way Jonathan was looking at her, made her feel that he was longing to touch her and 
that made her feel excited. Even as her mind was telling her no, her body was unconsciously 
leaning towards him. 

‘This must be your final year in this university?’ 

‘Hopefully!’ 

‘Then what?’ 

‘Maybe I'll do some travelling. Once I have experienced something, it’s time to move on to 
something else.’ 

‘Does that apply to women as well? 

‘That is for you to find out.’ Jonathan grinned. 

Olivia felt intoxicated just sitting near him. His aftershave made her head spin. Suddenly 
her mobile beeped. All she wanted to do was to have a quiet relaxed evening, and get to know 
Jonathan without being disturbed. She immediately rejected the call. 
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‘That call could have been important,’ Jonathan commented. 

Tt’s just my flatmate, wondering where I am. She’s like my big sister.’ 

‘You aren’t secretly 16 or something, are you? Jonathan joked. 

‘What? Oh, no, my friend is just overprotective.’ She rolled her eyes, trying to play it cool 
and hoped she was succeeding. 

‘Right,’ said Jonathan. 

They chatted away for a while, each trying to find out as much as they could about each 
other. 

T’m a good reader of people,’ Jonathan confessed. ‘I know you turned down that phone call 
so you could spend the evening with me, right?’ 

She grinned. 

Jonathan leant in closer, his eyes fixed intensely into hers as his fingers touched her lips. He 
was going to kiss her, she realised. She wanted to pull herself away, but not wanting to mess up, 
their lips met briefly. That was enough to make her blush. How could he affect her like this? She 
wondered. 

Jonathan went to the bar to refill their glasses. As she watched him place his order, she 
wondered what it was about him that gave her butterflies in her stomach. Maybe it was his 
confidence or his teasing manner. Ever since their kiss earlier, Olivia had been craving the taste of 
his lips. She could not get that soft perfect kiss out of her mind. As soon as he returned with their 
drinks, she pulled Jonathan towards her and kissed him with a fiery passion regardless of the 
people around them. Jonathan responded. When she finally pulled away, gasping, she looked into 
Jonathan’s eyes. They were filled with lust. 

‘Let’s go somewhere more private?’ Jonathan asked, his body burning with desire. 

‘Okay’ Olivia said as she accompanied her response with a nod. 

He pulled her out of the bar stool and made their way out of the bar. Olivia’s hand felt warm 
and secure in Jonathan's strong, warm grasp, as they wound their way through the streets towards 
his flat, not too far away from the university. Her heart was thumping in her chest. She felt both 
afloat and terrified in the knowledge of what she was about to do. She had never been alone in a 
flat with a man before—her father would kill her if he knew—but she didn’t care because Jonathan 
had set her body on fire. He was like a drug which brought out hidden, unexplained feelings in her 
which she did not even know she had. 

‘Ts there much further to go?’ Olivia murmured. 

Just a few more blocks,’ Jonathan said, wishing it was closer. 

As they entered his flat, Jonathan, without even bothering to close the front door, pushed her 
up against the wall, and kissed her fiercely, pressing his entire body against her as she wrapped her 
arms around him. Olivia felt overwhelmed by the warmth of his lips working against hers and took 
everything he had to offer. She could feel the muscles of his stomach through the flimsy material 
separating their bodies and she was tempted to rip off their clothing right there, when suddenly 
Jonathan’s flat mate walked in. 

Jonathan sat up, his arms still crossed on his desk, he shook his head and realised he had 
fallen asleep and it was all a dream. 
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It was nine o’clock at night; Danny was in the study talking loudly on the phone when Laura 
came in, in her nightgown holding her Birman kitten. 

‘Danny,’ she said looking serious. 

Danny looked at her and quickly terminated his call. Thinking that Laura had come in to 
complain about him talking too loudly, he rested the phone. 

‘Sorry, I'll try to keep it quiet.’ 
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‘T heard a noise from downstairs..., didn’t you hear it?’ Laura asked, looking surprise. 

‘No, I was on the phone,’ he replied, gazing straight at her as she walked around the desk to 
come close to him. ‘It’s probably the wind.’ 

He moved his hand to stroke the kitten and she hissed at him. 

‘That cat hates me!’ 

‘Maybe if you pay more attention to her she would like you better.’ 

‘Pay more attention to her... Ugh! Maybe if I fed her all those goodies like you do...’ 

‘T think you’re jealous of Tara.’ Laura criticised. 

‘Of course I am. She gets to sleep with you more than I do.’ 

Suddenly there was another noise, which they both heard. They looked at each other and 
wondered what it could be at this time of the night. After a short pause Danny said, ‘I think I'll go 
down,’ and he started to make his way out of the study. 

‘T think you should call the police,’ Laura said. 

‘No, it’s okay; I'll just check it out.’ 

He walked stealthily downstairs, stopping at his cricket club-stand and picked up a bat. He 
walked forward. As he entered the reception room he switched on the light and made his way to the 
window. He parted the curtain with his hand and checked the locks. Satisfied that the window was 
secure, he turned round and noticed the utility door was ajar. He approached it cautiously, holding 
his cricket bat ready for action. He pulled it wide open and the automatic switch kicked in bringing 
on the light. He could not see anyone hiding in it. He closed the door and went into the kitchen. 
After switching on the light, he went straight to the back door checking that it was securely locked, 
and then walked to the window. He lowered the blind and took a good look outside looking 
worried. He then shook his head and smiled as he walked to the fridge. Resting his bat on the 
kitchen worktop, he opened the fridge door and took out a beer. He took the cap off and as he 
brought the spout to his lips with his head slightly tilted back, his eyes hit on the skylight in the 
kitchen ceiling and he was shocked to find it open. He knew that the skylight window was never left 
opened. He quickly rested the beer bottle on the kitchen top and grabbed the cricket bat, in the 
process he knocked the bottle down onto the floor causing a loud noise. As Laura heard the noise 
from upstairs, she rushed downstairs and whilst she was still halfway down she saw Danny running 
towards the front door. 

‘Danny is everything all right?’ she asked aloud with a trembling voice. 

He turned round and said, ‘call the police.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Call the police,’ he repeated a bit louder. 

Out of the blue Laura saw a dark figure appear. She instantly recognised him and stunned 
she shouted, ‘Dannyyyy...!’ as if to warn him, but before Danny could do anything he got hit over 
the head by Antonio causing him to fall down to the floor. Laura, seeing what had happened rushed 
into the kitchen, grabbed the phone, and started to dial 999. Antonio figured that Laura was calling 
the police; and ran to the kitchen, grabbed Laura and pulled her away from the phone. She shouted, 
‘Noooo...!’ Danny regained consciousness and managed to get off the floor, grab his cricket bat 
and run to the kitchen. Antonio, with one hand round Laura’s neck, quickly grabbed a knife from 
the rack and held it against Laura’s throat. He looked at Danny and shouted as loud as he could. 

‘Stop fucker, back off.’ The expression on his face was clear. If Danny did not stop moving 
forwards, it was clear that Antonio was ready to slit Laura’s throat. 

Danny, not wanting to jeopardise Laura’s life, had no option but to stop. However, he was 
still in a state of readiness to hit Antonio with his bat. 

Antonio, looking more fiercely at Danny repeated ‘back off.’ 

Danny noticing the tone of his voice lowered his hand, pulled back slightly and said, ‘ok.’ 

‘Drop it!’ Antonio yelled at Danny. ‘Drop it!’ 

Danny feeling snookered, threw the bat onto the floor. 
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‘Take anything you want all right.’ He pulled up his sleeve and said, ‘Here take my watch!’ 
He moved slightly forwards, his eyes fixed on him. 

Antonio, not wanting Danny to jump him by surprise, shouted again. 

‘Back off!’ as he moved slightly backwards pulling Laura with him. 

‘Please don’t hurt her!’ Danny pleaded. 

Antonio kept moving slowly backwards towards the back-door of the kitchen. He swapped 
the knife to his left hand, stared fiercely at Danny then with his right hand he unlocked the back- 
door, opened it, and then swapped the knife back into his right hand. Laura was petrified and was 
having difficulty breathing with fear. She clung awkwardly in his arms, her eyes looking 
desperately at Danny as if to ask him to save her as she was being pulled outside. Danny stood 
there, frightened to move forward and aggravate Antonio; he looked on, doing nothing. 

Once Antonio was outside, still in view of Danny, he increased his speed, dragging Laura 
backwards towards the swimming pool and in one violent swing he threw her in it and ran off. 
Danny rushed forward, switched on the outside light and ran towards the pool. Without a second 
thought, he jumped in the pool and carried his wife out of the freezing cold water. They clung to 
each other for a moment before Laura said, ‘that was Antonio!’ 
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About half an hour later, there was a knock at the door, Danny went to answer it. Before 
opening the door he looked through the key-hole to see who it was. A man dressed in blue uniform 
moved his face closer to the door and said, ‘Police, Sir.’ 

Danny, satisfied with who he was, removed the latch, opened the door and noticed there 
were two of them. He invited both of them in. 

‘Hi, I’m Sergeant Cullen,’ he said offering to shake Danny’s hand, ‘and this is my partner 
Constable Jones.’ 

‘Hi!’ Constable Jones said to Danny as they shook hands. 

The officer noticed a cut on Danny’s foot. 

‘What happened to your foot?’ he asked. 

Danny Wilson quickly glanced at his feet, feeling slightly stupid he answered, ‘Oh, I 
stepped on a broken beer bottle in the kitchen.’ 

‘So Mr Wilson, tell us what happened,’ Sergeant Cullen asked holding a notebook in one 
hand and a pencil in the other ready to take his deposition. 

“Yeah, we were upstairs, in my study, my wife and I, and...and we heard a noise...’ He 
paused when he noticed his wife coming down the stairs wearing a dressing gown, her hair still wet. 
‘This is my wife Laura.’ 

Still on the last run of the stairs she glanced at the policemen. 

‘Thank you for coming so quickly.’ She continued to walk until she had reached her 
husband and stood next to him still looking shocked. 

Looking at Danny, Sergeant Cullen recapped. 

‘So tell us what happened, err... you say you heard a noise...’ 

Danny opened his mouth to continue making his deposition when his wife intervened. 

‘Danny went downstairs and...and I heard another noise,’ she paused briefly then added, ‘I 
went down and...’ she paused again. 

‘It’s ok Mrs Wilson, just take your time,’ Constable Jones said. 

“Well, this man jumped out of the closet...’ she stopped again and looked at Danny briefly 
then added conclusively, ‘he and Danny fought...’ 

Danny interjected immediately. ‘It was not a fight really...we were on the floor, I grabbed 
his leg, he...he was trying to get away. He must have seen my wife on the phone, he broke free and 
went into the kitchen, grabbed hold of Laura and went out of the back. That son of a bitch put a 
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knife to her throat.’ 


time. 


Looking at Laura Constable Jones asked, ‘Are you okay?’ 

“Yes I am.’ 

‘Do you need a doctor?’ 

‘No... 

‘Are you sure?’ 

“Yes thank you,’ Laura confirmed. 

They all went into the kitchen and the two policemen took a look at the skylark. 

“We’ll have someone here in the morning to dust for prints,’ Sergeant Cullen said. 

‘Oh, that’s not necessary, we know who he is.’ they both revealed more or less at the same 


“You do?’ Sergeant Cullen sought confirmation. 

‘Yes,’ Laura said without hesitation. 

‘His name is Antonio... Antonio Bellucci.’ 

An angry Danny shouted. 

‘I thought you guys knew that he had just escaped from prison.’ 

‘Oh we did, but we did not realise it was him,’ said Sergeant Cullen. 
‘Don’t worry...we’ll get him.’ Constable Jones reassured them. 


After they had a cup of coffee the two police officers left and Danny and Laura went to bed. 
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With her head resting on the pillow Laura said to Danny. 

‘T’ll never be able to sleep.’ 

‘Me neither.’ 

“When...when he grabbed me...’ Laura was near to tears. 

Danny turned to Laura, put his left hand on her face and planted a kiss on her forehead. He 


pulled her closer to him in an attempt to make her feel safe. 


voice. 


‘I can’t even stay here Danny...it’s just so weird.’ There was a ring of determination in her 


‘We'll get a few things together and we’ll move into a hotel or something.’ 

‘No. No, I don’t think I can live HERE anymore!’ She looked troubled. 

Laura pushed Danny to one side and got out of bed. 

‘T think we should sell the house!’ she said forcefully. 

Danny was taken aback. 

‘Wait a minute you love this house!’ Danny exclaimed feeling exasperated. 

‘Yes I know, but we really don’t need this, especially not now.’ Laura sounded determined. 
‘Don’t get carried away now.’ Danny reached out and grabbed Laura’s hand and said softly, 


‘you know what we’re going to do. Tomorrow morning I’I] make a few phone calls.’ He looked at a 
worried Laura and said, ‘come here.’ He pulled Laura gently back into bed and he continued, and 
‘we'll get the best security system available...all right? If that does not do it, well...we...we’ll get a 


killer dog...! Yes, I mean a really vicious watch dog, like a pit-bull...with fangs...with...’ 


Laura looked at him sympathetically and she smiled shaking her head in resignation. 
Still looking at a slightly less nervous Laura, Danny pleaded softly, ‘Come on honey.’ 
Laura leant forwards and kissed him on the lips. Danny pulled her closer and gave her a 


longer kiss. He then leant across her and switched off the light on Laura’s bedside table before they 
cuddled up together for the night. 
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The next morning at 9 o’clock sharp, Danny had already left for work when the phone rang. 
Laura picked up the receiver. It was long distance and the caller had reversed the call. It was Alona. 
After agreeing to accept the call, the operator put it through. 

‘Hello Alona?’ 

‘Thank you for accepting the call.’ Alona sounded sad. 

‘Is there anything wrong?’ 

‘My mother is dead. I was ringing to ask if I could stay in Sweden a bit longer,’ a distressed 
Alona asked. 

‘Of course you can,’ Laura answered without hesitation. “Take as long as you need.’ Laura 
added, ‘Alona, I am really sorry, please accept our condolences.’ 

“Thank you Mrs Wilson.’ 

‘Just let us know when you’re coming back. Danny or I will come and pick you up from the 
station.’ 

‘T will Mrs Wilson.’ Suddenly the phone went dead. 

A week later Alona arrived at the station and Laura went to pick her up. She was her usual 
self but that was understandable, given that she had now lost both her parents. Laura felt a bit safer 
having Alona to keep her company, especially if Antonio should decide to pay her another visit. It 
also meant that Laura would not have to worry too much about her chores and she could 
concentrate on getting her modelling agency off the ground. 

Laura spent most of the day working on a list of things she would need to do for her 
Modelling agency. After several hours of concentrated work she felt tired and took herself to bed. 
Two hours later she was half awake when she heard footsteps on the landing. She sat up wondering 
who it might be. As she was about to get out of bed, she saw Alona entering her bedroom. 

‘Hello Mrs Wilson.’ She had just returned from doing some errands and did not expect to 
see Laura in bed, although she was aware that her mistress had earlier complained of feeling 
lethargic. 

‘Hi,’ Laura replied, leaning back on her pillow sounding relieved. 

‘How are you doing?’ 

‘Fine, I’m not so tired now.’ 

Suddenly there was a meow coming from Laura’s wardrobe. Alona went to look and noticed 
Tara trying to come out. 

‘Here you are!’ she said as she opened the door and bent down to pick her up. Looking at 
her she said, ‘Are you hungry?’ 

Laura was pleased that Alona showed such concern for her adorable kitten and thanked her. 

‘What about you, Mrs Wilson?’ Alona asked, looking directly at her mistress. 

‘T could do with something.’ 

‘Good.’ She turned round to leave the room. 

‘Alona,’ Laura called. ‘I’m really glad you’ re here.’ 

Alona made a half turn and replied, ‘So am I.’ She then left the room making her way to the 
kitchen carrying Tara in her arms. 

Tara was a Chocolate Point Birman pedigree kitten with beautiful long hair, of 
medium weight, brilliant blue eyes and a silky cream coat. She had four white gloves 
on each of her feet. Although her coat was easy to care for as it did not matt, it still 
needed regular grooming. Besides being intelligent, affectionate, gentle and tolerant, 
she was a very playful kitten. Laura loved her to bits. 

Once Alona had reached the kitchen she put Tara down and as she turned round to open the 
cupboard she noticed the face of a man standing at the back-door looking in. She stepped back 
feeling slightly frightened. Just as she was about to scream, she thought she recognised him as being 
the postman who had come before looking for her mistress and noticed he was carrying something 
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under his left arm. 

‘I am sorry I didn’t mean to scare you,’ the man said. ‘I’ve got a parcel here for Mrs 
Wilson,’ he concluded. 

He sounded genuine; so Alona switched off the alarm and opened the door... 

Laura had dosed off but woke up after hearing the door slam she decided to take a shower 
hoping that that would revive her. 
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Whilst she was in the shower, Danny had tried to ring from hospital but no one had picked 
up the phone. He was concerned and had rung the operator to find out the reason. 

‘I’m sorry sir, the phone must be off the hook,’ the voice told him. 

After a short pause, Danny asked the operator if she could do something about it claiming it 
was an emergency. The operator’s reply was that all she could do was to report it. Danny was not 
happy with her response as she had previously said, ‘it was off the hook.’ He immediately sensed 
that something was not right. 
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After her shower, Laura made her way downstairs. She was nearly on the last step when she 
heard the noise of utensils colliding with each other coming from the kitchen. She assumed it was 
Alona preparing something. As she got closer to the kitchen she said, ‘Alona, it smells so good I 
didn’t know you could...’ Before she had finished her sentence she entered the kitchen and was 
shocked to see Antonio standing there with a frying pan in his hand. She stopped immediately and 
they stared at each other. 

‘Hi,’ Antonio greeted Laura with a large grin on his face, his eyes fixed on her. ‘I have some 
spaghetti on the boil...’ 

Laura was not interested with that. 

‘Where is Alona?’ she asked in a serious voice. 

‘Alona... hmm...I told her to go home.’ 

‘Go home?’ Laura immediately knew something was wrong. 

‘Uh huh,’ he confirmed as he moved to the chopping-board, and chopped an onion and some 
tomatoes in quick succession. ‘She would only be in the way,’ he added as he moved to the kitchen 
sink to wash his hands. 

Antonio did not know that Alona was a live-in Au-pair. 

Laura glanced at the breakfast table and noticed it was prepared for two. There were two 
sets of knives, spoons and forks; two plates; two wine glasses and a bottle of red wine. She then 
looked at the alarm board and saw it was switched to OFF. There were beeps coming from the 
phone because it was off the hook. She hurried angrily to the phone and she picked up the handset 
and banged it back on the receiver. 

Antonio noticed that Laura was not amused and explained, ‘I took the phone off the hook so 
that there would be no distractions...’ 

‘No distractions,’ Laura echoed looking furious. ‘I want you to leave!’ 

Antonio with a knife in his right-hand raised both his hands in the air and admitted, ‘I know 
I should not be here, I know you’re upset, but let’s stop kidding ourselves Laura. We’ve been 
bending over backwards to do the right thing! You playing the perfect wife, me being your lover...’ 
he paused briefly. ‘Well, I can’t take it anymore. I just can’t!’ he spouted. 

A bewildered Laura listened, her eyes wide opened and fixed on him, her mouth slightly 


opened and her face as white as a sheet. Antonio moved a little bit closer towards her and Laura 
took two spaces back. 
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‘Do you know what it was like being locked up in that prison without you Laura?’ he paused 
for a moment to rest the knife down on the kitchen worktop. ‘I know you were locked up too. So of 
course you know but we are together now and that is the way it should be,’ said Antonio as he 
moved closer to Laura and cupped her face in his hands. 

Laura did not know how to respond. She fought hard to keep her nerves in check. She knew 
it was not the right time to show fear, nor the right time to show compassion and she needed to do 
something to stop this man bothering her once and for all. She had been thinking about it all the 
time she was in prison. But what? 

‘Look, I’m very tired, I need some time on my own. I need to be by myself,’ Laura said, 
looking straight into his eyes, determined to show that she was not intimidated by his presence. 

‘T understand. I really do,’ Antonio said nodding his head. 

He gave her a large grin. He took her left hand and as he brought it up to his chest he said softly, 
‘come here.’ He kissed her hand and then put his hands around a petrified Laura and drew her 
closer to him and held her head against his left shoulder for a few seconds before letting go of her. 
‘Come away with me. Please! It will be better this time. I promise,’ Antonio begged. 

Laura looked away thinking what was it she had to do to get this man out of her life? She 
realised that she had made a mistake and had paid for it for fifteen years. She had managed to get 
back on track with her husband, the man she had always loved and intended to spend the rest of her 
life with. She understood that it was not very often a woman who has messed up in the way she had, 
was given a second chance, but Danny had given her that second chance and this man had spoil her 
life before and had come back to spoil it for her again. She just needed to wait for the right time to 
make her move. 

Antonio continued to beg her to come away with him. 

‘Okay, I will,’ she said not really meaning it. 

“You will?’ A jubilant Antonio smiled looking very happy. He walked to the cooker, picked 
up the sieve containing the spaghetti which was resting on the kitchen top and proceeded to dish out 
the food. 

Laura looked at him, pretending to look cheerful. 

‘Antonio, I forgot about Tara.’ 

Antonio turned to look at her and asked, ‘Who?’ He looked puzzled. 

‘My kitten,’ Laura added with a forced smile. ‘I don’t like leaving her outside.’ 

Antonio thought for a moment, and then said, ‘okay.’ 

Laura feeling relieved said, ‘I'll be right back,’ and wasting no time she turned and walked 
towards the back-door. 

As she was doing so, Antonio stayed in the kitchen but kept a vigilant eye on her. Laura was 
on the point of opening the back door when she heard a meow coming from the utility room. She 
stopped and opened the utility room door. Whilst bending down to pick up the kitten, she 
inadvertently hit her head against a box and to her horror she noticed a hand dangling from it. She 
looked closely and saw a face covered with a clear plastic bag. She felt a sudden revulsion when she 
instantly recognised it was Alona. She wanted to be sick. She immediately covered her mouth with 
her hand and she quickly turned her head towards the kitchen and noticed that Antonio was out of 
sight. She fought hard to control her emotions by keeping cool and swiftly closed the utility door, 
reset the alarm and walked slowly back into the kitchen where Antonio was busy serving. 

He glanced at Laura holding the kitten and noticed she was somewhat pale, almost as if she 
had just seen a ghost. 

‘Are you okay, Laura?’ Antonio asked appearing concerned. 

Laura stared at him for a moment wishing she could kill him there and then. She turned 
round and as she began to walk away from him she answered in a faint voice, ‘yes.’ 

Antonio followed her. The moment he put his hands on her shoulder she stopped, and he 
said, ‘are you sure?’ 
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Laura nodded and added in a low voice ‘Uh huh.’ 

Antonio, with his hands still on Laura’s shoulders, remarked, ‘you’re really tense.’ 
‘Yeah, I’m a little bit,’ Laura admitted. 

‘Come here,’ Antonio said to Laura as he guided her to a chair. 
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Back at the hospital Danny suspecting that something was wrong, quickly jumped into his 
car, and drove home hastily. When he was about five minutes away from his house, a police car had 
observed him jumping a red traffic light, and had swiftly chased him. Putting his foot down on the 
accelerator he managed to lose them. As soon as he reached the house, he stopped the car briskly 
and jumped out. He ran towards the back of the house figuring that he had less chance of being 
seen. The moment he reached the kitchen window, he saw his wife sitting on a chair looking away 
from him. Antonio was standing behind her massaging her shoulders. Danny moved quickly to the 
back-door and opened it, tripping the alarm. Antonio turned to look and immediately moved 
towards Danny and they started to fight. Laura rushed upstairs, got out the gun, which Danny had 
always kept loaded on top of the wardrobe, and returned back downstairs. Danny was lying 
unconscious on the floor. Antonio saw Laura standing on the last run of the stairs with a gun in her 
hand. He looked at her with his vicious eyes and started to move towards her. 

Laura, pointing the gun towards him shouted, ‘get out, you sick, fucking arsehole! Get out!’ 
she looked straight at him staring with angry eyes. 

Antonio stopped for a moment. 

“You’re not going to shoot! ...” he said, and looking directly at Laura he added firmly, “put 
the gun down.’ 

‘T will...P'll kill you, you son of bitch!’ Laura continued to point the gun at him holding it 
with both hands, whilst shaking like a leaf. 

“You don’t have the guts!’ Antonio said fearlessly as he made another step forward looking 
at Laura with unblinking eyes. 

‘Get away!’ Laura screamed at him, her hand shaking even more, and then she pressed the 
trigger missing Antonio by a whisker. Laura could not believe she had missed. 

Antonio noticed she was distracted and feeling brave he rushed forward, and punched Laura 
on her face with all his force. She fell backwards and the gun flew away from her and rested next to 
where Danny was lying. 

Laura tried to get up but Antonio pulled her back by her legs, and rested his muscular body 
on top of hers. Laura could not believe he had such incredible strength. Antonio was so angry that 
Laura had dared pull a gun on him, let alone take a shot at him. Erroneously Antonio had believed 
that Laura had fallen for him and was genuinely willing to run away with him. Whilst he was 
serving his prison sentence, all he could think about was Laura, and he had prayed for the day of his 
release, so that he could take Laura to Italy as he had originally planned. It was that belief and 
determination to make a life with Laura that had kept him alive. During his imprisonment he had 
tried to keep in touch with Laura by writing letters to her, but unknown to him, all his letters went 
into a black-hole. 

As he stared angrily at Laura, pinning her down, he shouted, “you know what you are, 
you’re a cock tease! You know what a cock tease is, don’t you?’ He moved his hands and grabbed 
her by the hair and shouted again, “you know what you are?’ he repeated. ‘You’re a fucking whore. 
You’re a worthless fucking whore, just like every fucking whore I’ve ever met in my life.’ He 
moved his mouth over hers and kissed her violently. He shifted his left hand towards Laura’s leg 
and parted it against her resistance. He rubbed his hand over her crotch shouting, ‘I’m going to treat 
you like the whore... that you are!’ 

The only thing a helpless Laura could do was, to wriggle her body in an attempt to free 
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herself from underneath him. Despite all her efforts she just could not. 

Suddenly Danny regained consciousness and saw what was happening to his wife. He 
sprung up and noticed the gun on the floor. He picked it up and aimed it at Antonio, shouting, ‘get 
off her, you fucking bastard!’ Danny was full of anger, yet he did not want to take the law into his 
own hands. All he wanted was for Antonio to leave his wife alone and get out of their lives for 
good. He knew that his wife would not have appreciated having a killer for a husband. As a 
surgeon, he had been trained to save lives, not to take them. He stood there waiting for Antonio to 
obey his command. For a moment when he saw Antonio letting go of his wife, he thought that 
common sense had prevailed. He slowly began to lower the gun but Antonio fancying his chances, 
surged towards Danny. Danny was quick to raise his hand and fired a shot which landed on 
Antonio’s thigh causing him to buckle. Antonio straightened himself and started to charge forward 
again towards Danny like a wounded lion. 

Danny did not want to take any more chances and he fired several shots in quick succession 
until there were no bullets left in his gun. All the bullets landed on the target even though he had 
never used a gun in his life before. Antonio’s body crumbled to the ground. Danny looked at 
Antonio with disgust, threw the gun on the floor, walked unsteadily to his wife and helped her up 
from the floor. 

The phone began to ring; and Danny took no notice and continued to walk to their front 
door. As they were making their way out of their house holding each other by the hand, they saw 
two police officers on their driveway rushing towards them. They continued to limp forward, ready 
to offer themselves up to the law. One of the police officers, Sergeant Jones, entered the house and 
saw a body on the floor, he immediately recognised it as being that of the escaped convict, Antonio 
Bellucci. He pulled up his radio and requested an ambulance. As Sergeant Jones came out of the 
house, Laura asked: 

‘Did you look in the utility room?’ 

‘Utility room?’ 

“Yes, you should find a body in a carton box.’ She choked as she mentioned the name of 
Alona. 

‘Oh, no!’ Danny could not believe it. For a moment he wished he had not stopped Alona 
when she was planning to leave, then she would have still been alive. 
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When the ambulance people arrived, they went to pick up the body of Antonio Bellucci, but 
mysteriously he was nowhere to be found. His body had vanished.... # 


---The End--- 
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~~ THE 
WRECKAGE 
by 
Sydney S Chellen 


Enrico Swanson was a hard working man. Weary of the bleakness of his future, in his 
homeland where the rich got richer and the poor got poorer, he gathered his 
belongings and boarded a ship to a land of plenty. After he married Henrietta, his 
small wage working as a Civil Engineer was just about enough to pay his mortgage. 
He held two jobs working very long hours to provide for his small family. Enrico and 
Henrietta kept themselves to themselves. It was Ist September 2011 and they were 
excited because their daughter Petra, a 25-year-old university graduate from London, 
was returning home after four years of absence. They had cooked the best dinner they 
could afford to welcome her. What happened a week after her return launched a 
series of events that would trouble and haunt the Swanson family for years! 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


162 


GPSbooksUK 


A series of four books on SEX, LIES, and MURDER 


“A great read that “This is a good piece of narrative. The 


keeps you on the plot is simple and there are few 

edge of your seat characters, which makes for easy reading 
wanting to know and understanding. The writing style is 
more!! brisk. Definitely, Sydney S Chellen is a 
sa cil good storyteller and his novel is very 


enjoyable. Hopefully the story could 
become the basis for a film script.” 


Prega Valaydon, Mauritius. 


© Sex! Liestand Murdér 


BOOK 1: The folly of Laura is a prequel to a touch of Desire 


Laura is married to a successful surgeon and has just moved into a new 
house in Islington with her 7 year old son. One morning when she is home alone, a 
stranger comes in and rapes her. Fearing that her husband will blame her for allowing 


it to happen, she decides not to report the crime to the police. 
Days later the stranger returns and bizarrely Laura starts an affair with him but soon after, decides to break off 
the illicit relationship. 


Coincidentally someone kidnaps her son. After discovering the identity of the 
abductor, she decides to meet with him. Can Laura rescue her son and save her 
marriage? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-45 1-2 


ot “A great sequel “After reading the first book, I 

2 YDNEY § to the first book — Sex, was happy to learn there was 
lies and murder — the more, and I wasn’t 

mee folly of Laura. disappointed! As good if not 

HE If you were gripped by __ better than the first and I hope 

iT the first novel, you to read more stories with the 
MUST read on...” enterprising CJ Fairfield in the 
Amazon customer. future! ” 


Amazon Customer. 


no 


Sex, Lies and Murder 


BOOK 2: A touch of Desire is a Sequel to the novel the folly of Laura 


Laura’s best friend, Desiré, is a retired model who is married to antique art dealer, Peter Emery. Bored with her 
dull and lonely life, she periodically frequents a brothel for distraction until one day a man comes to clean her 
swimming pool. She starts an affair with him and very quickly falls for him hook, line and sinker. 

Who is this man? Is he the man who will bring Desiré the happiness she craves, or is he a devil in disguise with 
nothing but vengeance on his mind? 


978-1-78280-452-9 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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BOOK 3: 

Revenge of the Beast is the third book in the series SEX, 
LIES & MURDER. It is a sequel to book one: The Folly 
of Laura and book two, A touch of Desire. 
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Antonio Bellucci is presumed dead when he was shot 
twice and ran into the sea in Herne Bay, Kent, England. 
Is he the road to happiness for Desiré or the worst 
nightmare for the Wilsons? 


” Sex, Lies and Murder ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


"A successful one! So interesting that I felt sorry when I reached the last page and I start looking 
forward for the 4th book. The thirst for the next book is well created by (a) the mystery around the 
ghost and the first session of exorcism which needs to be renewed; (b) the development in 
Medicines; (c) the body that disappeared." vicky Duval, Mauritian reader. 


Warm up those cold winter nights with these books. Be 
part of this exclusive group of readers! 


BOOK 4: 

Death at the Geldens Hotel is the fourth book is the series 
SEX, LIES & MURDER. Michaela Wilson had it all—a 
successful career, a brand new house, and a loving husband. 
Whilst on honeymoon on the island of Mauri Tsui, she is 
tragically strangled in her hotel room. This senseless act of 
brutality robbed this beautiful English rose of a wonderful 
and vibrant life. 
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On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he risk 
his life to find the killer or killers or will it just be another 
open and shut case? 


Sex. Lies and Murder 


A"Great, great, great. Amazing ISBN 978-1-78280-758-2 
ending." Vicky Duval, 
Mauritian reader 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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NATTA 
S AANGAS 


“A very interesting book! 
Sydney S Chellen is a great 
writer with fascinating 
imagination! First time I 


“T read the book. Very 

nice one. Lovely story, 
very creative and spicy. 
The last sentence 


5 find myself clinging so touched my soul.” 

‘3 much to reading a book. Vanisha Soodoo, 

3 Interrupting the reading was__ Public Relations 

a done only when there was Officer. 

et wy ret need to do so. Interest 

rm A . 2% 5 * 5 

. Alona Came Kevi is maintained all through 

. Hong me n out. If the word “end” was Pontoved eealine He 

: aS eon as not written I would have ce aca ‘S 
kept turning the pages for BO vel ss Quay nice 

story.” 


Tanya Slegers Paul 


further reading.” Vicky 
Duval, Mauritian reader. 


ISBN 978-1-78280-95 1-7 
Along Came Kevin is a crime thriller that a mainstream publisher in his native country did not want 
you to read because ‘the plot may be a bit too dynamic for the Mauritian society and 
context.’ 
It is a story of deception and murder concerning a brilliant car mechanic, Chad Donaldson, who is 
married to Amanda Price, a stunning, sexy and brilliant dance teacher from Essex who is fifteen 
years his junior. After seven years of what he thought was a happy marriage, his life turns upside 
down when he learns her hidden secret. How will he handle his discovery? Will Amanda's and 


Chad’s life ever be the same again? 

A Step Too 
Far is a 
thrilling story 
of love, hate 
and murder. 


A Step Too Far is a great book, a 
perfect blend of love story 
(romance) and suspense. Somehow, 
it feels that at the beginning the 
author was driving slowly on the 
roundabout and preoccupied by 
which road to take to reach his 
destination. However, the language 
becomes more fluid as he leaves the 


roundabout. 
Mrs. Vicky Duval, reader from Mauritius. 
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A thing story of love, hate and murder 


Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t accept that his four-year-long 
relationship with her has come to an end. After failing to regain her affection, he vows that if he cannot have her, no one 
else will. When Pretti ignores his threat and marries Richard, she sends him into a fit of fury. How far is he going to go 
to put asunder what God has joined? Moreover, is he going to succeed in achieving his goal? 


ISBN 978-1-78808-454-3 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


165 


GPSbooksUK 


The cheater cheated is “°°” 


. . interesting 
romantic thriller that read. A perfect 
: F . blend of love 
will excite and bring ad cane 
Vicky, Reader from 
tears to your eyes. Mauritus 


Mrs Diana.C., Reviewer from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


It is about a beauty therapist called Samantha who whilst on holiday in Venice with her parents, falls in love with Ed, 
an English gigolo. They elope to get married but the romance does not last long and after divorcing each other, they go 
their separate ways. Ed goes to fight in Iraq whilst Samantha meets and marries Clive, a plastic surgeon who is more 
than twice her age and she gives birth to a daughter. Five years later Ed comes back home to attend the funeral of his 
father. By chance, Samantha and Ed meet again. Though Samantha rebuffs Ed’s advances, determined to win her back 
he pesters her. Days later, Ed is shot dead in his bed-sit. Who has done it? Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield investigates. 


ISBN 788-1-78808-452-9 
You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


Chellen’s novel, This latest novel, Bride In Waiting, 
Bride In Waiting, isa by Sydney S Chellen is a tale of 
compelling read. It’s lve, adultery and treachery and the 
passions and tensions they arouse in 
an Asian family. The ending may 
surprise some readers. Set on the 
island of Mauritius the story will 
adapt well in a typical Bollywood 
movie, with singing, dancing and 


eat it? sobbing! PreVal, a reviewer. 
Ms P.C., Reader from Ashford. Kent. UK. 
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a modernised version 
of ‘Torn between 
two lovers’. Should 
we be allowed to 
have our cake and 


Bride in Waiting 

This is a thrilling story of love and tribulations. 

Dr Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for ten years. They have a beautiful daughter, a detached house in the city 
and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except Rama is secretly having an affair with his assistant, Dr Gud. The 
latter desperate to have Rama for herself, threatens to end the affair unless Rama divorces his wife and marries her 
instead. Rama has to choose between his family and his lover. 


ISBN 978-1-78972-052-5 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


166 


GPSbooksUK 


A thrilling The Other 
story of ous 
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identity, gripping 
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‘i Aghrilling story of mistaken identity, revenge ahd mitirden 


it down. 
Mrs T.C, reader from Kent. UK. 


“What would you do if your identity 
was stolen by someone who looked 
just like you? A rollercoaster ride of 
deceit that will keep you on the edge 


of your seat until the end.” 
Macdadd. A reader from Kent. 


Life is about to change for Bono Spencer, an art dealer who is married to a beautiful Russian 
nightclub singer. Returning home from his latest business venture, Bono finds himself embroiled in 
s case of mistaken identity. Once his life was simple and uncomplicated, now Bono has to fight to 
get back his home, his wife and his life. Will he find the help he needs to fight back? 


ISBN 978-1-78972-053-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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THE 


INVISIBLE 
ENEMY 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 


A] AWWANG WTAISTANT FHL 


As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a terrorist and a mad scientist set out to make the most of the 
situation by kidnapping some world leaders and holding them to ransom. The situation was becoming desperate until a 
British Secret Agent jumped into the game to eradicate the villains, but the latter were prepared to retaliate. How far 
would they go? Learn more by going through this new novel by Sydney S. Chellen, a master of intrigue. REVIEW by Prega 


Valaydon, 14 May, 2021 


DARING 
MISSION 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 


A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has been rushed to hospital 
where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid his body of the deadly virus, a 
capsule and its crew is miniaturised and pushed down his windpipe. Is the crew taking too much of a risk as 
they run against the clock?... 


REVIEW: The voyage inside the human body is written in plain English making it quite educational as well as 
entertaining. Mrs. Carr, a reader from South Wales. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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The man who 
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by 
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2021-2022 


Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five—year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
gambling debt. The only way Donna can save Jeff is for her to settle his debt in ten equal instalments over a 
period of ten weeks. She is given a limited period to decide whether to pay the money. She naively signs a 
dodgy contract. Caught up in a financial fraud, she finds herself stranded in a foreign country. Soon she 
discovers a plot to murder her. Can she act quickly and save her life? 


Reviews 


Set in the UK and Nigeria, this new novel starts with a financial fraud, followed by impersonations, 
treachery and murder. In his usual style, the writer blends mystery and suspense. The pace is fast keeping 
the reader on the edge. Prega Valaydon, 2021. 


Wonderful Romance. Full of suspense. Read at one go easily with scenes that are lively. The reader’s 
turmoil accumulating is dissolved by the happy ending. Regular Reader, VDC, Mtius, 2022. 


My friend recommended this novel. It is a 5-star for sure. Once I started reading I couldn’t stop! Many 
twists and turns. Amazon Reviewer. 


I’ve been looking for a romantic thriller novel to read and found my fix! Based ona 
millionairess who got caught on a financial scam and quickly found her life was at risk. I loved the narrative 


from start to finish, the plot, everything! - Goodreads Reviewer. 


Once I started to read I found it very hard to stop. Very easy to get lost in it’s various twists and turns with 
every turn of a page speculation and curiosity grew. Donna’s naivety and stupidity led her into dangerous 
territories. One that every woman who doesn’t want to get scammed should make a point of reading. Reader 
from London. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


Online 


Visit his website and read sample chapters of his books free, send and receive personal messages, and leave 
comments at www.sydneyschellenbooks.com 
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Why not find out more about Sydney’s double lives, in Mauritius and Kent, his family and 
beloved cats and how he spends his time when he is not writing stories. Also, learn more 
about new releases and pre-publication sample chapters. 
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Other books 


by Sydney S Chellen 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals. Routledge isan 0-415-22747-x 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals - Student edition. 
Routledge ISBN 0-415-30557-8 (pb); ISBN 0-415-30556-X (hb). 


The patient with a Mental Disorder. Cassell. issn 0.06-318295-s 


Information Technology for the Caring Professions. Harper 


and ROW. Issn 0-304-33162-7 (hb); 0-304-33164-3 (pb) 
Word for Windows. Cassell. ISBN 0-304-33242-9 


Excel for Windows. Cassell. issn 0-304-33241-0 


A passage to Europe. GPSbooksUK. 
Memories of Yesteryears. GPSbooksUK. 
Untold Story - An Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 


An Untold Story Retold- The Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 
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Sydney S. Chellen (AKA Sada, Seringapatam) was born in Mauritius, 
the third son of late Armon and Veerama (AKA Anne-Marie). He began work as a 
correspondent typist but eventually moved to Swansea, South of Wales, where after 
three years he qualified as a Registered Mental Nurse. He met and married Miss 
Georgina Scicluna, a Maltese nurse. At the age of twenty-five, he qualified as a 
State Registered Nurse and was awarded the John Ford-King prize for ‘best bed- 
side manner’. In 1997, he became a Senior Lecturer at Canterbury Christ Church 
University and started to write educational books. His book: The Essential Guide to 
the Internet for Health Professionals became a best seller in UK and the USA. The 
second edition of the book is available in paperback, hardback and e-book format. 
In 1966, he co-wrote a fictional novel, Wreckage but forty-seven years later, he re- 
wrote it and re-titled it theWreckage—based partly on a true-life story. Thirteen 
more novels ensued—four of which form part of a series called Sex, Lies, and 
Murder. 

Sydney S. Chellen has three children and two grand children. He and 
his wife who now live in the county of Kent, UK and they have two Birman 
pedigrees namely Lord DeMilo and Lady Tara which they adore. 
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ADULT THRILLER 
The Folly of: LAURA 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


Laura is married to a successful surgeon and has just 
moved into a new house in Islington, UK with her 7 year old son. 
One morning when she is home alone, a stranger comes in and 
rapes her. Fearing that her husband will blame her for allowing it to 
happen she decides not to report the crime fo the police. 

Days later the stranger returns and bizarrely Laura starts an 
affair with him but soon after. she decides to break off the illicit 
relationship . 

Coincidentally someone kidnaps her son. After discovering 
the identity of the abductor she decides to meet with him. Can 
Laura rescue her son and save her marriage? 
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